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ELIZABETH 


DUTCHESS of 


SOMERSET. 


Madam, 


Aving met with Sacceſsin a Pocm of this 

Nature, I was incouragd to proceed, 

and lay the Scene again m a Country 

that, perhaps, hath not been, nor is naw 

inferior for Heroick Perſonages to any part of the 

World; and if It is not fo eſteem'd, ithas been. 

through the dulneſs of our Hiſtorians, or the In- 

gratitude or Deſigns of our Poets, who, may. think 

u an caſier Courſe to write of the Improbable and = 

Romantck Actions of Prices remote, both Lo Y 

Rtanceof Time and Place, than tobe canhin'dat home, 

. where ey ty School-Boy has a right 'ro-be a Crarrick, 

and cy'ry Gentleman an Intereſt ro:ftand-the Cham- 

pion of his Family, againſta ralti/amd inconſiderate 

Author. 1 fay not this to derogate from. thoſe 
b. foe 42 SE CA:BQ IC +5}. rode 


cxcel. 


' The DEDICATION. 

Excellency of Your real Perfedhons; and though her 

Merits rats'd herto a Crowh, and ſhe was Queen, her 

Fortunes were lefs Miraculous than Yours. For Hea- 

ven, without a Diadem, never ſhowr'd down fo many 

admirable Bleſſings of Virtue, Beauty, Birth, Wir, and 

Fortune, upon any One of Your Sex before. I dare 

no further attempt their Deſcripcion with my Igno- 4 

rance, le{t]fpeak roo Meanly or Irreverently of 'em y 
therefore Ile leave the was Snbject ro fome more © 
GloriousPen : For none bur a Cowley, or the beſt of q 
Laureats, ought to write of. you : My mean Stlc has | 

E no other Ornament han Truth ; and with that, and 

f inall Humiliry, 1 return. Thanks for Your moſt Gra- 

E cious Acceptance of fo poor a Trifle, which has 

ſcarce given a more happy Lite to the Play, than ithas 

tothe Author, whois, Madam, 


Idur Grace's moſt Fumble, 
_ moſt Obedient, and 


| woſt Devoted Servant, 
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PROLO GUE x zoken to Anna Bullen, 
written by a Perſon of Quality. 


T O all Impartial Fudges in the Pit, 


And tv ry beanteons Patroneſs of Wit ; | 
I'm ſent to plead the Poets Cauſe, and ſay, 
There's not one Slander in his modeft Play - 
He brings before your Eyes a modern $tory, 
Tet meddles not with either Whig, or Tory. 
Was't mot , vain Mew of either fide, 
Two Rofes once the Nation did divide? 
But muſt it be in danger ndw agen, 
Betwixt our Scarlet, and Green-Ribbon Men - 
Who made this diff rence, were not Englands Friends; 
Be mot their Tools to ſerve their Plotting Ends. 
Dann the State-Fop, who bere his Zeal diſcwvers, 


And o're the Stage, like our ill Genius, hovers : 
Give us a Pit of Drunkards, and of Lovers ; 
Good Sanguine Men, who rind no State Afﬀair, 
But bid a baſe World of it ſelf take Care. 

We hope there lives not ſo abhorr d a Thing, 
But loves his Country, and wou'd ſerve his King. 


Bat in your Parties, why ſhould we engage, 
Or meddle with the Plots of a mad Age » $ 


We loſe enough by thoſe upon the Stage. 

Welcome Mask Teazer, Peevith Gamfter, Fuffer : 
All Fools, but Politicians, we can ſuffer ; 

A Gods name, let each keep to his Vacation ; 
Our Trade is to mend Tou, and mt the Nation: 
Befides, our Author has this further End, J 
'Tis not enough if but One Side's his Friend; 6 | : 
He needs you AM, his weakneſ# to defend : 
And to of ge you to't,, hopes he has ſhown 
No C ountry y Men braver than YORF OWN, 
His Hero's all to England are confin'd; 

To your own Fathers ( ſure) you- will be kind, 
He brings mo Forreigners to move your Pity, 
Bur ſend; them to t Jury of the City. 


= pv" 


+. 
os + 
£ 


El;. Blunt. 
Toung Princeſs Elizabe 


ator dint B14 


a... nat 


x 
a3 


D 


. 
Ll 


- n j He bt: Fo 
—_ g W » £m A 
w- > : 
« >, _ fray 


VERTUE 


Anna | Bullen A 


—_—__—_—_ 4 & —_—_— 


—___ D — _ _ 


+ ACT L SCENE I. 
F Enter Northumberland and Rochford. 
| North. 4 =. is the TED RCowby our Parents TU 


rw, £3 rg King Any 
To polar ruth 

ua knownb Ee Gen: 

The Reaſon ky it ou * long ry, cas 


6 Was our , and Tricks A 
1 Of Rome, arrays Har I with Frowns diſcover'd : > ne 
(\3 Bur fince, in ſpite of Woe{ſey and the Conclave, * 8 


* 
- 
* % 
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k By Reverend E ranmer has the Cauſe been try'd; | YN 
tf And #atherine is this day proclaim'd divorc'd. _-” 


p: Roch. Heav'n be my Witneſs, brave Northamberland! ; +. A, I 
- It joyes not me, but that it is his pleaſure © op 
j Whoſe Happineſs we all are bound vÞ pray id; dts 
And may my Siſter's Crown ſit lighter on 21 2.5 
Her mu, £209 does the Honour upon mine: SL 


Something hiſpers to. my Soul, eget 
And _— me, = Oh! D eff wil fn” 5 -- "i 
Mcthinks I ſee a Sword Try to a Thread, 2 14k al 
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Small as a Hair, 


pore me, Fri | & 
All b Roja Blood hh *, 1 
on 0 | $I] 

| North. NyLo ral Lo to all that love of ; 7 


And os 
EEE LT5 
A load, 165, 5 qui 


Have caſt it upon one that was ing 
My Lord, it had been kindly of Fortune, 
T” have ſeen my Siſter wedded to her Vows, 
Your Pezrcy's Wig ;/and not one time made. her : O'S 
Both Cruel to the Que yoni <> 0 

North, Youknow, my Lord, we zre Witneſſes 
With what remorſe ſhe took the Regal Burrthen, 
That fate upon her like a ur __ 
On a Child's back ; - erd with the Weight. 


+, | 
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Roch, Oh! may to cay'n ! | 
Foro th very Le Sng 
o to faſten't with a oF 


North. Meer Chance, my Ford. 
Roch.” And thea'ic nedigeety," | 
0 CO ab 


The approws K 


And all-bedew'd hjs' Heads | 

North. The common NE of - _ I 

Roch, What will ſhe do when | i 
Our foul Deſigns, and Peirey's flindeenes ( PW," I 
His Letters to her that yay inte a (2 
AnJ counterfeited others to dective tet, ”®' <: 7 
To make her once believe that he was marty v2 | 4 
Bur what a mortal Grief will feize your Son, | k; 
When he ſhall find his Mi Sg tetieyA?” 3 
And forc'd to marry. one the cannot love 2. if 

orb. To Ap att) - as he's eome fo Court, 6. 
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- Brings her this day on purpoſe from the Coun 


A Buxom Ki ME Rs 
| Wi [ his Faith, and turf an bf oo RES 
Will pawn it an Heretic! Rn - 
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* AN NA 'BULLEN. 
of Shrewsbury, 


Roch. A ver ullant Lady Ag 
As Virtuous, Beautiful, cr Feb far 


Than. all our Generation of that Sex. 3 Bay | 
North. You wrong your ſelf to flatter me. NP 


But the Queen thinks already they are marry'd. 
Roch. ——— n your Sons conſent, 

To what he has been ſtill fo 
North. Rage and Deſpair, when be ſhall find her falſe 

pac make him raſhly to any ſtate ; 

to be miſexble, will plunge 

h_ "the Sea of Matrimony, 

And make himſelf, though much againſt his Will, 

The happieſt man that ever was on Earth. 


Enter Cardinal Woolſey muſing, 


Behold the proud imperious Cardinal, 

With ſuch a furious Tempeſt on his Brow, $ 
As if the World's four Winds were pent within HS; 
His bluſtering Carkaſs. He has heard the News, 3 
And comes to with his Friend the Devil, 


The Reaſon of his No-Intelligenes ' 
Roch. The Popedom now, and all che Wealth in Rome? 


Can ſcarcely*recom him for the fright 
This News has: Ne Lido bow he ſtaggers, 
Giddy with ch' height his hang tor wig to. 


'Tis then moſt Sory tot 
When fuchChurchBlazing: appear i it.[Ex,North: antRock. wy” 
Card. Marry'd in pri 0g and feclar'd ls _ rl 
Katherine divore'd; and Aung Bullen marry'd! _ 1. 
Now, by our Holy Father's Triple Crown FUL FM 
Ic muſt not, cannot, nay, it ſhall not be.” -. 3; © [2 Y 
Where was yout aid, thar time, you ſlothful Saints, 
You whom falſe Zeal created in more numbers 
Than ere the Heathen made ard worſhipp'd Gods ? 
A Lutheran Queen upon the Throne of Engfand! I 
She to lye in the Boſormn of our Prince ! - + 25, 
, that for '« wanton Smile 0 ER 


\ "> 


Bain 


Enter the Lady Elizabeth Blunt. 3 


Blunt. Awake thou wretched dreaming Prieſt, !ook up: bl 
Can you behold your proud\Saint Peter ſhake 2 40 
The mighty Pillar of that ſpreading Church : 


That holds the great Religion of the World 
To ſtagger, and beſtow no help, noaid 
From mighty Woolſey's Shoulders to ſupport it ? 
Is this the great King-Cardinal, who late 
From ſmalleſt Root began to ſhade the Land, - 
And ſtood the talleſt Cedar of the Church - \'% 
Shame to thy Pricſt-hood, and thy Scarlet Robe, as ©0271 
Ev'n thou to whom the liberal See of Rome 
Has given all, next giving of her felt: 2; 
Unworthy Servant of ſo kind a Miſtrefs. 
- Card. What does the Faireſt mean' 
Blunt, Ha! muſt I teach thee? 
Art thou the Thing that from the Chaft of Mankind, 
- _ the _ wipe Rubbiſh of "eq Worth 
irſt found thy ſelf a way ;to.thrive by Wit? 
Then edging it with Me 0-35 ae IX" 
Mow thee a paſſage to thy Princes Breaft, Oo 
 Andeutdown all the Virtuous from his ſight, 
Who choſe thee for the Champion of his Vices ; 
Whilſt thou. with labour let looſe all their Sluces,. 
' And pour'd them like a Torrent in his Boſom - 
This you did once confeſs to me, and more, 
When-you declar'd how hot you were in love—— wo 
Bullen 18 Queen, the Crown you promis'd me Ny 
Now wreaths her Head——Are theſe the hopes you gave me, 
When once you faid my Son ſhould be a King 2 


The News not ſtirs your Wonder! Hell and Furies ! 
Card. What wou'd youl ſhould do to ſerve you - F 
Blunt. Forgive me, tender Woo{ſey, pious Cardinal ! 2 
{ _ - Shall I then teach your Scarlet Prieſthood Blood ? 
i —_ FI would have done as. Alexander. did, 
it The Sixth, and the moſt merciful ſo nam'd ; 
' _ - Arethere no Conſecrated Weapons left ? 
1 Or have you loſt the Power to make 'em ſo ? 
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ANNA”BULLEN. 


Give me Saint Dagger or Saint Pojſox ſtraight, 
And Iwill Jo that Meritorious A&: 


Diſpatch her ſtreight ro Hell, from whence ſhe fetch'd 
Thoſe Looks that robb'd me of the King and Crown: 

Card. Have patience, Madam. 

Blunt. Preach it to the Damn'd, | 
To thoſe that feel the Rack or Inquiſition—— 

Curſe on your Gown Apologies: but more 

Be curſt the time of Bu/ex's fatal Birth,” %, 
Wrinkles like Age anticipate her Youth ; 47 
Mildews and Blaſts devour her wanton Beauties, 
Small-Pox and Leprofies rough-caſt her o're ; 

Dig up her Charms and Features by the Roots, 

And bury 'em in Pits as deepasGraves. 

Card. Study ſome Act that may revenge this Fury, | 
This hurts no more than Barks of Coward Curs ; os 
She lives, and is as beautiful as ever : - 
Be rul'd by me, who like a dreadful Piece, TCH 
Am fure to kill, where-c're I take my aim, 

Before they hear the Noiſe or ſee the Flame. 

Blunt. Oh tell mehow to quench this Fire within !” 

That burns me up with thoughttul = wt LS. 

Card. Aneaſie way Fle chalk to your Revenge, _—_ 
A Road not ſteep, nor dangerous, but ſmooth; OR 
So unſuſpetted, and fo fatal too; 

That the Queens Fancy and deluded Genius, 
Shall tempt her in the fame diſſembled Path, 
Taking her by the other hand with us, 
And lead her in the Pit prepar'd for her. 
Blunt. Go on my Woolſey, charming as the young; 
And more melodious than a Quire ot Angels. 
Card, This then it'is: The King you-know's inconſtant,. - 
As jealous and as teaſty as old Age, 
vo covetous of the pleaſure he polleſtes, 
Thar he who does but look upon't mult dye, 
With her, whoſe innocent Charms did force him to't. 
Blunt. But how ſhall we be backt with a pretence ? 
Card, *Tis cafe to pive fire to that fond Breaſt 
That is already =O), with jealous Sulphur: 
The Queen loves Percy, that may be a means; 
And 


And Spies m 


- And rake the Amorous K 


"Tal I 


v there to watch 
Their Private Cp, theie very lo 
tt 


So ſtreigh oy ful Deſtinies ere boy 
Blunt, Mo able! 

on Fo we fail in this, _ 

__ any .n&re yer hen at Court, 

Maſt _ out, to put her in his way, 
: *'Twill certain do; 
For then no qe whes he ſees the Lure, 
Will flye down ſwifter to be catch'd and hooded, 
Than he into the Ferrers of her Charms. 

Blunt, O come to my Embrace, thou Godlike Prieſt ! 
Balm to my wounded and my tortur'd Boſom. 

Card, _ 
Bl. I will, 


Of Peircy uy prog and of hi Siſter ut. d 


Card. "An Accident, the mk 
Behold the Queen in hex furlt State and Greatn 


- But yet ſhe bears it with no welcome meen : 


Peircy hangs m_ on her heart, and jn her Eyes; 
It works, it manages as we would have it: 
And in her dick Innocence ſhe fails, 


Shunning no Rocks, no 5 gh nor no Danger, 


But runs into her Ruine |: 
We with. 


Blunt. Her Crown is hideous to uo 


Trs Jewels fatal as the Eyes of BaGlis | 
©O Cardinal! This Rival-Queen and + 
Should never meer but in the Scales of Death, *N 
That weigh alh Mortals even and alike. 


Re 
— ©, 


ANNA" BUELEN. . © 


191) 2 VORPOY OM iis © 


Queen Anne appears. "ſeu # Throne: Nonkurtitat 
Rochford, Ei Tudls, Do ard Guards abvit ber. - 


et Anne England 


Omnes. Long live 
Of Enylends Tance, h 


North. ry" 
And Ireland, and' 
Of Conquerin _ 35 NE RE 
And all his | | 
If Ds ike 10 aA Vide | 
Ot your moſt Loyal Kingdoms ; to confirm it,  , 
Sound ſtraight your loudeſt 1; "74 
And ſhout as I do, all rhac Jove their ( 
Queen riſes from her Throne, (Nook "w, Tr Pumper within. 
Queen. Theſe Sounds lift another to the Heav' ns! 
But what aenry bets Poracat=o: | 
Or Crowns fo a Wretch > 
Doha erm EE Rad 
Blind to t yes mine! 
Deaf to its Charms, and dead to all its Glories. 
[ Trumpets and Shouts agaiv.. 
Ceaſe you more empty Flatterers than Winds; 
Be ſilent as the Sorrows in my Breaſt : 
If you will give me eaſe, forbear ſuch Flacteries: 
For I receive 'em with as little joy, 
As ev'n thoſe filly Wretches utter them, 
Having no other Reaſon bur vile Cuſtom. 
My Noble Lords! 
F know you all are Loyal to the King, 
And for his ſake you are thus kind to me ; 
But for the Rabble, who can read that Sphinx ? 
Their very Breath that now Proclaims, wittt joy. 
Sad Xatherine to be no longer Queen, 
And my unwelcome Cornet of 
Would the fame moment, ſhould my Stars permir, 
Shout louder at the Sentence of my Death. 
Card. Moſt glorious and beloved of England's Queens !. 
O lay not on our Nation ſuch a Cutſe,\ | 
As a ſuſpicion of its Faith to' you. \- 
I dare be bold, and uy it, as a Prieft, 
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 VERTUE Bergyd: Or, 


As Confeſſour to all my Country's Guilt, ? 
There's none, how mean ſoever with my elf, 
But loves. you more than life, or darling Riches, 
Wiſhing to feel ſevereſt Penance here, 
And Hell hereafter, rather than behold 
You leſs 2 Queen, or leſs ador'd than now. | 
«Queen. They have *0F thanks,next kind good natur'd Woo/y, 
Who cannot but be ; B00 Bs OI A 
Card, Oh that your Majeſty wo ld think foever, 
And that my proud endeavours, with fucceſs, N 
Firſt whiſper'd in the Boſom of the Ki 
The ſecret Wonders of your Mind and Perſon, bs 
And made him ſoon diſcover all your Beauties, *_ 
Thoſe rare Perfections, that above your Sex 
Have merited his Paſſion and his Crown. 
Queen, O Reverend, pious, beſt of Cardinals! 
Who too well knows... |... 
By whoſe high hand I climb'd this malic'd Greatneſs, 
And wear this envy'd Crown. _ | 
Card, May Heav'n and Stars 
Pour their juſt hatred on—— | | | 
(Queen. Ceaſe Execrations ; | ES.. oY 
For ſhould they come to pals, as Heav'n forbid, 
What wou'd the miſerable Nation do 2? 
Beſides 'twere pity to the King and me, 
That we ſhould loſe ſo exquiſite a Head, 
And ſuch a Prelate ſhoald be damn'd ſo ſoon 
Card. Ten thouſand Saints, more than my Royal Maſter, 


F . {, 
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Are Witneſſes to th' truth of what I fay. > 
Queer. As many Saints and Myriads of bright Angels 1 
Can witneſs of the blackneſs of thy Soul, 4 


That canker'd firſt the Conſcience of thy Maſter, 

Miſteading him with hopes to purge a fin, 

To at the worſt, ev'n a Religious Guilt 
Card. The wiſe and juſt Omnipotence 
Queen. No more: 

Hell's not ſo full of Torments, as thy Soul 

Has Blaſphemics to be rewarded in it | | 

Give me ſome eaſe, juſt Heav'n! if there be any ——— 

My Lords ! if there's no more for you to at Ig 


To 
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| What am I then a Priſoner to be guarded - 


ANNA "BULLEN. 
To perfe&t or unmake this Ceremony, 


(Oh that it cou'd be done!) retire a while, 
And leave me with my Women for ſome Moments ——— 


Has then a Throne coſt me ſo dear a Price, 
As forfeit of my Liberty of Thinking 2 
Du Princes barter for their Crowns their Freedoms ? . 
Good Heav'n! not think! nor pray it I have need —— 
It I am Queen, why am-I not obeyd? 
Card, We'll all perform your Majeſties Command. 
| [Ex, all. but her Women. 
Queen. Am I got looſe, looſe from this worrying. Scene 
Of diſmal Stare, that always loads a Monarch, | 
And racks him with dilſmbling Torturers? 
O wretched ſtare of Princes! that want nothing 
But a Retreat from Buſineſs and from Crowds ; 
Yet wanting that, want eyery. thing that's happy, 
A Soul ar caſe O ſacred Solitude?! 
How aiery and delightſul are thy Walks 2 
No ſtinging Serpent, nor worſe Infect Man, 
Diſturb thy fragrant and enamell'd Paths; 
No Winter-Blaſts, 'nor 4«rzmn_ Winds moleſt 
Thy ſacred Grotto's, all around 1s Summer ; 
Nothing broods there but an Eternal Spring, 
Mild as all May, and Beautiful as Een : 
Thou charitable Good ! that from th' afflited 
Unloads the heavy Burdens thar opprels them, 
And plants Repolſe in every Breaſt 1n ſtead! 


Enter a Lady. + 


Lady. The Lady Diana Talbet begs admittance, | 
To pay her Duty to your qr - bo 
Queen, What fay*ſt! Thov'it rous'd a Dragon.in hy Breaſt, 
Which I had thought for ever to have huſht : 
That Name ſets every Pulſe again at work | 
Within me Talbot ! how art thou miſtaken? 
She's Piercy's now ; . And Percy all his hers. 
Lady. Shall ſhe be brought to your Preſence ? 
Queen. AY—N0—Y eS— | "6 
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Hadit never taught me how to be reveng'd: 


_ T owe this Kindneſs to my Royalty, ; 
And not your Friendſhip {N 


Do any thing, ſo 'twill be ſure to kill me: 
O Piercy ! Piercy! would thou ne're hadſt been 
Unfaithtul, or at leaſt in being fo, 


- 
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But oh the diſmal Pain is all my own, 

And like an Arrow from an o'rebent Bow, 

The haſty Dart turn'd back and hurt my ſelf, _ 
Woundiog that Breaſt where I leaſt meanc my aim. 
How ſoft and tender were our mutual Vows, 

Which ſince another's Charms, like Lightning, blaſted; 
Whilſt Parents Threats and Kings Authority, | 
Rent me, like Thunder, from my fixt Reſolves : _ Y' 
TH art marry'd now, and all thoſe amorous ſighs, 
And paſſionate tears, with thouſand Extalies, 
Which we both learnt and taught to one another, 
Like innocent Children in the School of love, 

Are now the Arts with which, falſe man! th' haſt caught 
Anothers fond believing hearr, rhey arc. 


Enter Lady Diana Talbot. 


She comes, triumphant in her Eyes the joy 

That once like Tides o're-flow'd my fruitful Breaft. 

How proud ſhe bears her ſelf to ſee my pain ! 

Whilſt I look up to her, and ſigh in vain! 

But I will hide it, and forgive me Heav'n ; [Diana kneeks. 
For 'ris the firſt time that I ere diſſembled ——- 

* Riſe dear Diana, you have been a Stranger ; 

Could nothing but a Queen drag you to Court? 


Diax. Pardon, mighty Princeſs! 
I had been bleſt for ever in your Preſerice, 
Charming in all Eſtates as. well as now, 
_ I been Miſtreſs of my Inclinations. 
ut 


Queen. "T's no matter, F'le allow your Reaſon, - 
A Caule fo indifpenſible and juſt, 
That 'twere a faulc in me to blame ſuch Virtue. 
Dian, Indeed a Parents Wilt ought ſtill to be 


- > 


Obey'd, 


Nd A. ee nt en, _ — <4 004 Ee 


_— ——_—_— 


| That is the common talk of all the World? 


Obey'd, next Duty to your Majeſty. | 
Queer. And ſomething yet more binding—Do not bluſh— 
Come Ple unriddle all, and ſpare your Tongue 
The trouble, and your bafhful Cheeks the Bite. 
Dian. What fire > what bluſhes do you tax me with? 
I feel not any but what Wonder raiſes, 
And bluſh becaufe I cannot comprehend. 
Queen. You are unkind, why make it you a ſecret? 
And but to me, whien all the World Teports it. 
Dian. There is no ſecret ; nothing I would hide 
From ſo ador'd a Friendſhip as my Queen's. 
Queen. Why d' you ſuſpe&t me then? [ 4fde] How loth ſhe is 
To tell it me! As loth as I to hear it: 
Sure ſhe ſuſpe&s how fatal 'twill bo to me; 
And the proud man has triumph'd o're my weaknels ! 
And told her all my paſſion with a ſcorn ——— 
'Tis fo; whilſt , ics, innocent 1 
Was all the while their Cenfure and their Paſtime, 
The Fool, whoſe Story ated made 'em ſport, 
And gave new to all their ſated Joyes; 
Nay and perhaps drew Pity from their Pride? 
Pity ! good Gods! muſt I endure their Pity ? 


You will not own it then 2 But "tis no matter. [To Diana, 
When faw you Percy 2 
Dian. Piercy, M [She ftarts. 
Queen. Yes, 


Why did you itart! has he a Name fo horrid 2 
But now you ſpoke as tho there were not ſuch 
A man ith' World, and wonder'd at my meaning ; 
But yet have all the Agonies to hear him nam'd: 
Him you would hide, but cannot hide your Bluſhes. 
Dian. Good Heav'n ! by what ſtrange Miracle have you [afde. 
Reveal'd my ſecret Pailjon to the Queen ? | 
I never told my Grievance bur to you, 
And that but ſilently in broken Sighs 
And ſtifled Tears———— 
Queen, 'Tis plain ſhe is diſturb'd L—— - 
What can this mean 2? Sure one of us is mad ! _ TAfide. 
Why all this Care to hide a Truth from me, 
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12 © FERITUE BFetrayd: Or, dh 
There's ſomething in it more than-yet I know, "s 
Which I muſt ſearch into by other means. ; 
Madam, I thought when I had condeſcended [7o Diana. 
To open my Breaſt, and mingle Friendikips with you, 

You would not then deny ſo {mall a Secrer ; 
And now when I am Queen and may command it——- 
Therefore begone. Leave me without Reply. 
Henceforth Fle know the Perſons better, out 
Of whom I mean to chuſe a Friend Farewell 
Piercy no doubt is not fo fondly nice, 
But brags, and tells the World of his proud Conqueſt, {3 
Dian. Forgive me firſt ; then give me'leave to tell you—— 7 
How 'twas diſclos'd to you, the Wonder ſtuns me; 
But Piercy knows not yet, nor ſhall from me, 
This ſecret which I thought ſcarce Heav'n found out. 
Queen. Racks and worte Tortures! Frenzies of; the mind! 


Hence ; take her fromemay Gghts the will diftrach me. 
Dian. O hear me firſt: your Fury's not ſo dreadful, 


As is my pain to tell: yet Fle conteſs: _ ' 1, [Awects, 

A fatal Truth it is, Piercy 1 love ——— _ : __ In 947% 

Now pity me, and quench my-torturing Bluſbes + ++ |: 5: 11 5 % 
* For Heawn reveal'd-it to you, tor.,ne[ll.';;;.. ' | 


>» orſe,and worſe, ſhe. ſtabs-me,. | | 
ngrateful Woman !: | 


Meant you to m 
Queen. No. LI will 


Queen, Ha! 


Dian. That were to me toq great a-Happine(s- *, (Ievy Je, 

Queen. Should this be true, what will become of me? [/rde. 8 
Diana riſe: Are you not Marry'd, ſaid you / "NY 

Dian. So far from that, his Perſon I've not ſeen 
Iin-twelve long Months, this laſt lopg tedious year. . 


Queen, Art not his Wife! 
_ - Dian, By all your precious Hopes. - 
And mine, I'm not. #1 
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Queer. Is Piercy then/not marry'd! 2 2 
Support me Heaven ! and with a wonder fave me; 
Call all thy Virtue and thy Co | 
To help thee now, or thowart loſt tor ever. 
Am then cheated! and is Prercy faithful ! 
If I can bear all this, I challenge 4tlas | © 1957 208 
To live under a Load ſo vaſt as mane; : 4 7? 
Ah Piercy! injur'd Pzercyi-injar'd Bufen + \: | 
But hold, there's yet a greater task behind, 
And that is to Diſſemble: well. Diana | 
Dian. Madam NLP of 
Queen. Thou wonder ſt at my Curioſity, 
As tho I were concern'd at this falſe Story. 
Fil tell thee why : It has been long reported, 
That you and Pezrcy were in private Marry'd. 
Dian. Sacha report came likewiſe romy” hearing;;'- Sl , 
But how 'twas raisd, by whom, or why, +koow'not! © 
Queen, Toowell the dreadful cauſe of it:ÞE know!'' © [Aftde 
This, When I heard, I rook unkindly from yow: | 
I was your Friend, you ought no more to ſteal - 
A Marriage from a Eriend, than from a Father. SOLES 
And when you aggravated; 'asT thought, © 1 410993 2500 
By your unkind denaal, -it enrag'd' me; vw | 
For which I hope, . D7axa, you'll forgive ne—— 
Methinks I do it rarely ; 


Dian. Beſt of Queens» Lge 1 
Thus on my Knees, "fiought'to beg that pardon - \ of 
[ only did offend, myGracious Miſtreſs, NS 0 
Queen, Riſe to my Arms This Kiſs now Seals thee mine 
For ever. 
Diana, Oh moſt admirable Goodneſs / 
Queen. This tenderneſs betrays me, meltsmy Soul / [Afide;.. 
A fatal Engine that draws all my Griets _ 
Up to my Eyes and-Lips, .juſt ready tro unload 
And pour 'em in at once into her Breaſt, 
Whom I, of all the World, ſhould hide*em from. 
Oh tor ſome Wild, ſome Defart to complain in, . 
Some vaſt and uninhabitable place; 
Or eNeſome Precipice that butts the Ocean, 
The wide, and never to be fathom'd Ocean, :. 


- 
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2a VERTVE Betrayd: Or, 


That 1 might tell the echoing Rocks my Woes, 
And count wy Sorrows to the Winds and Seas, 
More pitiful, and more relenting far, 

Than falſeand cruel Mankind is ro me. 

Dian. You ſeem diſturb'd ! Ah! what inhumane Grief 
Dares ſeize your Royal Breaſt 2 -- 

(2ueen, Come, dear Diana 
Go to my Cloſet with me; there, & mp 
Some reſt may quell this melanchoily Monſter ; 
And there it may not be amiſs ſometumes 
To talk of Percy, will it? 

Dian. Sacred Queen, | 
Twill not; and oh! I wiſh that the Diſcqurſc 
Would ſooth your Soul with as much Joy as mine. 

Queen, Theſe are the firſt of Miſeries, the reſt | 
Comerolling on __ and, Xatherine, QOw | 
Thou art Reveng'd——Juſt Heav'n, whoſe is the Sia 
Puniſh not me, I ſought not to be Queen ; 

But Zexry's Guilt amidſt my Pomp is weigh'd, 
And makes my Crown fit heavy-on my Head, 
To baniſh from his Bed, the chaſteſt Bride, 
That twenty years lay loving by his ſide! 
How can 1 give it, without Tears, a Name, 


When I refle& my Caſe may be the ſame 2 
And I, perhaps, as Slaves are by the Priefb, 


Thus gay and fine for Sacrifice am drefſt. 
Ah1 Xatherine, do notenvy me thy Throne, 
For thou art far more happy that has none. [Excunt. 


The End of the Firſt AA. 
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ACT' IL SCENE: L 


Enter Northumberland and Rochford, 


Rock. 'H E News 1s e. you tell me of the King, 
North; Moſt wondertul;nor can I gueſs the meaning, 
He came juſt now from Hunting as his uſe, 
Where at Sir Thomas Seymour's Houſe he was 
Moſt ſplendidly and kindly entertain'd 
At a Repalt. 
Roch. Took he there any thing 
Amis ? - 
North. No: quite con O 
I never ſaw ex my ping t: 
Burt now, inſtead of going oing to the ha, 
With words that ſhew'd more diſcontent than rage, 
END ſtill —_ nquir'd for Woolſey, 
which is ſtill more _ or , 
Woolſey, whom all men thought quite out.of Liddy D 20A; 
Then ſhut bimſelf within his Bed-Chamber, row O02 1 
And there remains; nor durſtthe boldeſt venture 
To follow him, and ask him what he = terns 
May not the Queen your angarhgrs think you, be 
The innocent Occaſion 2 . j »blisd- 
Roch, That's impollible! e119 10 
For but laſt Night he came to her Apartment, ”. 
With all the heat and love that could inſpire 
A Bridegroom, ſcarcely of an Hour's making : . 
With haſte he ran, and where. he ſhould have fare (01 
He kneel'd down by her as his Dy 14A 
Printing ſoft Kiſles on her Jovel iT nx 
And ſigh'd as if he had been ſtill a ka 
North. Right Harry (till : for yg Flood of Paſſion 
The nearer he's to Ebb and CRSngRe: 810 $ 10} = 'briaare 
Roch. See | the King, | 3 goo 
North. You are Brother-to his Wis and may be bold; br 
Faq [le not venture. 241 2 [668 Non. 
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VERTUE Betrayd: Or, 
That I might tell the ecchoing Rocks my Woes, 
And count my Sorrows to the Winds and Seas, 
More pitiful, and more relenting far, 


Than falſeand cruel Mankind is ro me. 


Dian. You ſeem diſturb'd ! Ah! what inhumane Gricf 
Dares ſeize your Royal Breaſt 2 -- 

(2ueen, Come, dear Diana; © | 
Go to my Cloſet with me; there, rReg. 

Some reſt may quell this melancholly Monſter ; 
And there it may not be amiſs ſometunes 
Totalk of Peircy, will it? 

Dian. Sacred Queen, worn 
Twill not; and oh! I with that the Diſcourſe. 

Would ſooth your Soul with as much Joy as mine. 

Queen. Theſe are the firſt of Miſeries, the reſt | 
Comerolling on apace, and, Xatherine, now | 
Thou art Reveng'd——Juſt Heav'a, whoſe is the Sin? 
Puniſh not me, I ſought not to be Queen ; 

But Henry's Guilt amidſt my Pomp is weightd, 

And makes my Crown fit heavy on my Head, 

To baniſh from his Bed, the chaſteſt Bride, 
That twenty years lay loving by his ſide! 
How can I give it, without Tears, a Name, 


' When I refle& my Caſe may be the ſame 2 


And I, P—_— as Slaves are by the Prieſt, 
gay and fine for Sacrifice am dreſt. 
Ah! Xatherine, do notenvy me thy Throne, 
For thou art far more happy that has none. [Exenunt. 


The End of the Firſt AA. 


ANNA BULLEN. 


ACI' IL SCENE L 


Enter Northumberland and Rochford, 


Rock. HE News 15 hl tell me of the King, 
North, Moſt w ,aor can I gueſs the meaning, 
He came juſt now from Hunting as his uſe, 
Where at Sir 7bomas Seymour's Houſe he was 
Moſt ſplendidly and kindly entertain'd 


At a Repaſt. 
Rech. Took he there any thing 
Amuls ? | 
North. No: quite contrary, ſo humour'd, 


I never ſaw hindin my life more pleaſant : 


Burt now, inſtead of _ to the Queen, 

With words that ſhewsd more diſcontent than rage, 
He order'd all about him to retire, 

And, which is ſtill more enquir'd for Woolſey, 
Woolſey, whom all men thought quite our.of favour; 7A 
Then ſhut bimſelf within his -Chamber, | 0) 
And there remains; nor dur the boldeſt venture «+ _ / +-// | 
To follow him, and ask him what he «at "SH | 
May not the Queen your cx ee think A+ 
The innocent d 


Roch. That's impollible! "| exo ( 10 


For bur laſt Night he came to her A « 7 5-rgg 
With all the — and love that could inſpire 
A Bridegroom, ſcarcely of an Hour's (making : . 
With haſte he ran, and where. he-ſhould/ have fate: 
He kneel'd down by her as his marr 4 
Printing ſoft Kiſſes on her Jovel ey Ree. 
And ſigh'd as if he had been fiull a Woeing 
North. Right Harry (till : for by«this Fload of Paſſion 
The nearer he's to Ebb age (Cheng: 8206W 8 401 | 
Rech. See | the King, . 
North. You are Brother t0 his Wile, and d may he bold; 
But Ile not venture. [Exe North. 
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" YERTUE Betrayd: Or, 
Enter K. ing Harry. 


Xing. Who arg you that durſt reſs on my Retirement ? 
Ha! Bulen ! Get thee from my ſight one——— [Ex.Roch. 
Who waits there 2 Why am I thus troubled ? 
Let none but Woolſey dare to be admitted. [7o the Attendants. 
Who can wit £ vaſta ſhock of Beautics, [77 /fits down. 
.So many Wonders'in ſo bright a Form bi, : 
When Hear? n defigns/to make a perfe& Face, 
A Beauty for a-Monarch to enjoy, 
0 teiga'd that the moſt. skilfab Spirits ate all 1} obe 
_— , and juſt before their Eyes is rj qe! 1 
If exacteſt, lovelieſt Angebtor a Pattern; 
if; it be true; this only = be ſhe, 
And muſt be Mine Who's _ the Cardinal 2. 


 Ihglgalg 210m Mil Wit mk fl ih 22920 | 
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Sas The humbleſt Vaſlalvf his God-like MN, J, 
«Come hither, 'Siv-——-1 ſent; for thee, my Wooly ! [', 
And oſt; nvt wondery when but'yelterday | & 
*T took from thee che Seallah#Chandellour's Place þ JUG 1136, 
But 'tis no mater? Do:zot edrg) [uſa oft ; 011501 al _ 
I love you ſtift in fpight' of all your Foes— | 
You have malicious Enemies at Court; - | 
Beſides the Queen, my Lord, is no good Trend 19 
Of yours. ARA 
Card. Wretched um $that have incur iy F931 | 
My Kings Diſpleafure, and my Queens dire Hatred ! , 
.But mi Innocenee'when I am dead, perhaps 
May' to myRoyal: Naſiee; aho too late (fs 220 0E 
dns 20h EE. iS 
King. Talk not of Deark; 4 Cardinal,” COURTS 

For I have Buſineſs with thee fi bs Heay' n! of 7 
He that dares mutter #olſey'i$ a Traitor, ' 
_ dye for a worſe Traitor as-he is: 

v7 ſh" thy own ſtill, the Biſhopricks of Tork 
Wincheſter, .andCardinal,; that' i is 


E Above my Grant; and when I give thee leave, 


ANNA BULLEN: 


Go to thy Diocels, and live to ſpite 'em; 
Card. Immortal Wreathes, and Diadems of Saints, 

Crown you in Heav'n for this Royal Goodneſs, 

I am grown old, too weak to guard me from 

My Foes, but for your Majeſties Prote&ion. 
King. O Woolſey! be to me but half fo kind 

AsT ſhall be to thee. Seymour, my Father ! 

The lovely Seymour, whom thou toldſt me of, 

I did devour her Beauties from thy Lips;- —- 

And fed my Ears with the delicious Feaſt ; 

But fince I've ſeen this Wonder of her Sex! . 

The O—_— t Creature e're adorn'd the World ; 

And find her all as far above thy Prai 

As Heav'n can be beyond Man's frail deEription; 

Card. Have you then ſeen her, Sir ? 

King. O yes, my Woolſey ! 


And having ſeen her, I needs muſt be 
But wret without her, or thy aſliſtance. 
Card. This goes as I expetted. [Hfide. 


King. Hel 
Why art ſo flow 2 Has Woo{cy loſt his FX 
That Wit that Em and Popes harayd—— 
So, let thy Brain begin to travel now ; 

Bring forth thou more than King ; thou more than Man; 
Thou haſt a Mine within that ſubtle Breaſt, 

The Stone which dull are has toyl'd | 
In vain for——Make me of thy Indic—— 
Lend me thy Wit to purchaſe Seymoxr for me. 

Card. You have the Means already in your hands, 
Power is the greateſt Charmer of that Sex. 

King. Command my Power, my Kingdoms to thy aid, 
Join to thy Foxes Tail my Lions Skin ; 

Take thou my Scepter, bind it to thy Croſs, 
And to thy Mitre add my humble Crown ; 
'Tis all my Woolſey's. Woolſey ſhall be King. 

I ask but only Seymour in Exchange. 

Card. You bid too much: Send tor her ſtreight to Court; 
Make her a Marchioneſs, or elſe a Dutcheſs ; 
There's hardly now a Woman but will fell 
A fooliſh Honour that none ſees, for that 

| D 


y Prince! 
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18 VERTUE Betrayd: Or, 

Which makes a Now and (| lendour in Expeltaric | . 

King, How thou deceiv it my eager ations ! 
This 1 have done without ſuch rare Advice: 
But oh ſhe is inflexible to all! 
Deaf to the ſounds of Vanity and Pomp! 
And more remorſckef than a Saint or Hermite. 
Her Chaſtity cold as the Frozen Stream, 
And then as hard, and never to be thaw'd, 
As Cryſtal Rocks, or Adamantine Quarries: 
That oh I fear, had I but what I cover, 
TheCrown from Bu/lew's Head, to offer her, | 
'Twould ſcarcely tempt her to thy Prince's Bed. F 

Card, Then, Sir, I doubt 'ris hardly ir» my Power 2 
To hn $ oh you 

King. Ha! falſe and ungratefal Man! 

Is that then all the hope your Brain can give me ? 

Card. It is impotible,-it the be V atuous,--- 
That e're ſhe ſhou'd. be: lad. by Foree or Cunning, 
Therefore apply this Remedy. a whule; 
Have but a little Patience ll tis Lawtuk 

King. Traitor and Poifomer of.thy Maſter's Reft, 
Muſt I deſpais+-Is that thy precious Council 2 
Did I deſcend to ask Adviez from Hell - 
Conſult thy Wicked Oracte: for: this 
To tell me what is Lawfut-' 

Card. Underſtand me. | /// 

King. Give me fome hopes; or, by thy damn'd Ambition, 
Fle crumble thee to duſt; putt thee to nothing : 
And make ther le& and more dejeted far - 
Than the baſe Fellow that begor thee, Prieſt. 

rang Hear me but——— 

King. Why didſt thou inte& my Breaſt, | 

And with hy venomous Tongue deceive me, worſe 
' Than the old Serpent thar m Paradiſe / 
Betray'd the firſt of Mankind with a Bait - 
So thou, lurking and hid amidſt rhe Charms 
Of Seymonr's rare and unſuſpected Beauties, 
Sungſt me her Praifes in ſuch temptirng Words, 
That I with raviſht Ears fwallow'd the found, 


And never ſaw the Sting I ſuckt in after. 


LE. 


kts "BIO, * 
—_—_  - 


ANNA BULLEN. 19 - 
» Card. You will not give me leave i explain my ſelf, 
Nor yet to give you Remedy. 
King, Tell me; 
For Remedy Ple have from Heav'n or Hell, 
Or Iwill take thy Blood, thy Scorpions Blood, 
And lay it to my Grief till 7 have eaſe. 
Card. Your Fury will not let you underſtand me: 
Whea I advisd wo thy till it was Lawful,. 
At the ſame time 1 meant to let you know 
'Twas not a thing fo hard to bring to paſs. 
King. Ha! faid again like Wooſſey / tell me ſtreight, 
My Soul waits at the Portal of thy Breaſt, 
To raviſh from thy Lips the welcome News, 
E're they have minted into Words thy Thoughts—— 
Quick, what can lawfully make Seymozr mine? 
Card, Make her your Queen. 
King. Make her my Queen! 
_ Yes, Sr.” | 
. Sure I but dream; while oſt tid men? or how ? 
Card Inveſt her Head with Auna Bullen's Crown. 
* King, Sure thouart mad, und ve make me lo t0— 
What, whilſt the lives? ©- * 
Card. Ay, whilſt the fives f faid;' 
Is that ſo ſtrange a thing rhar nere was doe? 
Divorce her. 
Aing. Ha ! 
Card. What js't that makes you ſtart 2 
Divorce her, and take Seymour to your Bed. 
Xing. How | take good hbed what*tis thou pull' upon 
Thy elf—— Divorce my lawful virtuous Wife 
Without a Cauſe! | 
Card, There is a Cauſe. 
King. What 1&'t 2 
fl Pretend Remorſe of Conkiends, 
King. Gods! : 
Co Ne're wonder : 
Say you are troubled and diſturs 4. within.) 
King. Eternal Villain! Lucifer Ge Darma'd. -- 34 
Traitor, at what ?* _ SD 905 4 
- Card. At that which ſeiz'd Your Mind, | 


20 VERTUE Betayd: Or, 


When X«atberine you divorc'd tor Anna Bulley. 
Conſcience! Conſcience ! 

King. Horrid tormenting Fiend! = [ Hide. 
Thou know'ſt ſhe was my Brother's Wite, and Bu/lzx 
On 'no ſuch juſt prerence I can diſclaim. 

Card. No matter ; on the like diſtruſt of Conſcience 
That made you do the one, you may the other. 

Give out that ſhe's not lawfully your Wite, 
The firſt alive, and that you never had 
A Diſpenfation from his Holineſs. 

King. His Holineſs! I'm blaſted with the thoughts : 
Pernicious Traitor! How can this be done 2 

Card. Leave it to me; Conſent Fon. 'tis enough : 
And Ile engage, on forteit of my lite, 

To pet a Licence from our Holy Father 
To difanul this Marriage, and to take 


Into your lawful Bed the Beautt CYMONT.. 
F,f Ra But then I ſtill py, Katherine. 
Card. The Church ſhall grant a Diſpenſation too 
For that. | 
King. What Horrour's this I hear! Can this be true ? 
In all my wanton and luxurious Youth, 
Or in my blackeſt tho of Luſt and ? 
I ne're yet found one Wiſh amongſt them all, 
Of ſuch a deep Infernal hue. The Horrour 
Has kindled my whole Blood into a Flame, 
And made me bluſh a deeper Scarlet than 
This Villain's Robe, Difſloyal wicked Monſter ! 
But I will ſtrive to hide-my juſt Reſentments. - 
Divorce my ſecond Wife without a Cauſe! [To hins. 
Could it be done, what would the Nation ſay 2 
What would the Afton look like but a Hell ; 


[Afde. 


To warn ſucceeding Princes from the like, 


And blot me from the Scrole of Pious Kings : 


Could it be lawful Woofey, T would hearken. 

Card. Then lawful it ſhall be in ſpight of Scruples : 
I ſee your Conſcience is (mn Infant grown, 
A Child again, and wants to be. N ruted——— 
Come, let me lead you by rhe hand, and point. 
A way for you to walk on even ground;. _ 
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So ſafe, the niceſt Conſcience ſhall commend 
And chooſe it. 
King. Now thou doft rejoice thy Prince. 
Card. What if ſhe be unfaithful to your Bed, 
And prov'd ſo? 
Xing. Ha! there's Thunder in that word, 
The Bolt ran through, and ſhiver'd me to pieces. 
Diſloyal to my Bed ! Adultrous! Hah!-- -—- 
Saidſt thou not ſo? Yet hold, if this be true, 
There hangs a Shower of Cordial in my reach 
To cure this horrid Fir. Woolſey, beware 
How thou doſt dally with my Kopes and fears ; 
Look to'r, and ſee you wrong her not ; for if 
Thou doſt, by all the Plagues thy Soul deſerves, 
All Hell ſhall be too little tor thy Carkaſs : 
New Hells thall be created, and more hot 
Than what's prepar'd for Traitors, Parraci 
For Raviſhers of Mothers, luſtful Nuns, 
For Lacifer himſelf rendure; nay more 
Than Villain, Pope, or Cardinal ever felt. 
Speak how thou know'ſt it. Quick. 
Card. Alas! my Lord, 
I never meant it enter'd in my own 
Particular mages g, > but it is Re . 
King. Reported, ſaid ſt thou ! Is not that enough ? 
Report ! why ſhe is damn'd, if ſhe's but thoughe 
A Whore, much more reported to be ſo. 
'Tis not the aft alone that wrongs thy King ; 
Each Smile, cach Glance, and every wanton Look, 
That's meant t'another, if I leave unpuniſh'd, 
Shall brand me with the ignominious Name 
Of Wittal, which is worſe make me but ſure 
That the leaſt Breath has utter'd ſuch a ſound, 
Or whiſper'd to the air that the's Unchaſte, 
By all the horrid Fiends that puniſh Luft, 
And by the black Concupiſcence of Hell, | 
I'le tumble her from the Throne into a Dungeoht—— 
Name me the Man that. s ſuſpeQed. 
Card. Piercy. 
King. Piercy ! 
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When Katherine you divorc'd tor Aung Bullen. 
Conſcience! Conſcience ! | 
King. Horrid tormenting Fiend! [ AHfide. 


Thou know'ſt ſhe was my Brother's Wife, and Bu/lex 


On no ſuch juſt pretence I can diſclaim. 
"Card. No matter ; on the like diſtruſt of Conſcience 
That made you do the one, you 11ay the other. 
Give out that ſhe's not lawfully your Wie, 
The firſt alive, and that you never 
A Diſpenſfation from his Holineſs. 
King. His Holineſs! I'm blaſted with the thoughts : 
Pernicious Traitor ! How can this be done ? 
Card. Leave it to me; Conſent you, 'tis caough : 
And Ile engage, on forfeit of my lite, 
To get a Licence from our Holy Father 
s difanul _——— and to take 
nto your lawtul Bed rhe Beauteous Seymour. 
Xing But then I ſtill mn =] Katherine. 
Card. The Church ſhall grant a Diſpenſation too 
For that. , 
King. What Horrour's this I hear! Can this be true ? 
In all my wanton and luxurious Youth, 
Or in my blackeſt thoughts of Luſt and Rage, [Afide. 
I ne're yet found one Wiſh amongſt them all, 
Of ſuch a deep Infernal hue. The Horrour 
Has kindled my whole Blood into a Flame, 
And made me bluſh a deeper Scarlet than 
This Villain's Robe, Difloyal wicked Monſter ! 
But I will ſtrive to hide-my juſt Reſentmeats. 
Divorce my ſecond Wife without a Cauſe! | [To hins. 
Could it be done, what would the Nation ſay 2 


What would the Attion look like but a Hell ; 


To warn ſucceeding Princes from the like, 


' And blot me from the Scrole of Pious Kings : 


Could it be lawful Woofey, T would hearken. 
Card. Then lawful it ſhall be in ſpight of Scruples : 

I ſee your Conſcience is mn Infant grown, _ 

A Chill again, and wants to be inftruted——- 

Come, leAqne lead you by rhe hand, and point. 

A way for yg to walk on even ground; . 


$4.34 Yo 


a 


Ld Ln 


ANNA BULLEN. 


So ſafe, the niceſt Conſcience ſhall commend 
And chooſe ir. 
King. Now thou doſt rejoice thy Prince. 
Card. What if ſhe be unfaithful to your Bed, 
And prov'd ſo? 
XKmg. Ha! there's Thunder in that word, 
The Bolt ran through, and thiver'd me to pieces. 
Diſloyal to my Bed ! Adultrous! Hah! 
Saidſt thou not ſo? ' Yer hold, if this be rrue, 
There hangs a Shower of Cordial in my reach 
To cure this horrid Fir. Woolſey, beware 
How thou doſt dally with my boom and fears ; 
Look to'r, and fee you wrong her not ; for if 
Thou doſt, by all the Pl thy Soul deſerves, 
All Hell ſhall be too little tor thy Carkaſs : 
New Hells ſhall be created, and more hot a 
Than what's for Traitors, Parracides, 
For Raviſhers of Mothers, luſtful Nuns, 
For Lucifer himſelf rendure; nay more 
Than Villain, Pope, or Cardinal ever felt. 
Speak how thou know'ſt it. Quick. 
Card. Alas! my Lord, 
I never meant it enter'd in my own 
Particular — but it is Reported, 
King, Reported, faid'ſt thou ! Is not that enough ? 
Report! why ſhe is damn'd, if ſhe's but thoughe 
A Whore, much more reported to be fo. 
'Tis not the att alone that wrongs thy King ; 
Each Smile, cach Glance, and every wanton Look, 
That's meant t'another, if I leave unpuniſh'd, 
Shall brand me with the ignominious Name 
Of Witta/, which is worſe make me but ſure 
That the leaſt Breath has utter'd ſuch a ſound, 
Or whiſper'd to the air that the's Unchaſte, 
By all the horrid Fiends that puniſh Luft, 
And by the black Concupiſcence of Hell, t 
I'le tumble her from the Throne into a Dungeon 
Name me the Man that. is ſuſpeQed. 
Card, Piercy. 


King. Fiercy ? 


n 

» -FY 

FS: 
_ 1 

i E:; 


22 VERTUE Betrayd: Or, 


- Card. Yes, Sir : He isthe Man ſhe dotes on ; 
Tis he lies deeper in her Breaſt than ever; 
For him ſhe ſighs, and hoards up all her Wiſhes ; 


Gives him her Perſon warm, inſpird with Paſſion, 


Whilſt for your ſelf ſhe only treats you with 
The cold dead Body of departed Love. 
King. Is Piercy then at Court ? 
Card. He 1s this Day 4 
Arriv'd. 
King, Hough! Come without my teave ſay'ſt thou 
Card. He is, no doubt to contummnarcins ſores, 
Their Signs and Tokens ta compare, whuch they 
By Letters and Devices ia their abſence 
Have hourly plotted to deceive you, Sir ; 
And put in practice when the time 4 ripe. 
King. Hell and tormenting Furics [ believe thee. 
Card. Nay in your Bedrand inher Dreams ſhe thinks on't ; 
When Pleaſures made you dull, it whetted her-——— 
King. Hold, I can hear no more. By all my Wrongs 
And —_—_ Hopes, -thou bring ſt to my Remembrance, 
How all Complaifances ta me were dragged: : 
And forc'd from her, like Mirth from one _in.Torture !\ 
Sometimes I found her Face.all drown'd-in Tears, 
With Gales of Sighs juſt blowing oft thoſe Storms, 
In fear away : Sometimes again un Bluſhes, 
As if then all the wanton' Heat of love 
Were darting through her Eyes to meet my Flame; 
But when with haſte I catch'd her 1n 
Theſe Arms and preſt her Lays, alack I found 
Inſtead of Summer there no Ice ſo cold ; 
Inſtead of breath that wou'd revive the dead, 
No Air ſo-chill, nor Winter Blaſt fo keen. 
Card. Thus all her ations {till will be to you: 
The Roſes of her Bloom ſhe keeps for him, 
The Thorns for you Had you been Piercy then! 
King, Let me embrace the Saver of his Prince, 
The dear-Preſeryer of my Life and Honour ! 


What ſhall I do for thee, my Friend +. : | | 


Re-enter 


ANNA BULLEN. 
Re-enter Rochford. 


Card. Here's Rochford! 
ay ſmooth your Brow, and hide your Diſcontent: 
And now y*are going to the Queen ſmile on her. 
Mean while ſhe'll ſtumble, like a haſty Child, 
And att more plain and open to your Juſtice; 
And when you find her tripping, on the ſudden 
Strike like the Hand of Heav'n, a ſure Revenge, 
And never let her riſe again. 
King, I will 
My Lord, = may come near: Where is the Queen 2 [7o Roch. 
Roch. I left her in the Drawing-Room. 
King, Ah Woolſey ! 
What Angel e're ſo .bright as Woman was, 
Had not the firſt ſcornd her Creator's Laws ; 
For neareſt his own likeneſs they were made, 
Till they by falſenefs did their Sex degrade. [Exeant KS Card. 
{Manet Rochford. 


\ Roch, What means this ſuddenalteration ! 


Enter Piercy. 


Is not that Piercy Oh! tootrueche comes ! 
Not like a joyful Bridgroom, as was told thee, 
Poor cheated Sifter ! but hke one, alas ! 
That knows already, the baſe wrongs our Friends 
Have heap'd upon him ! where ſhalt I avoid him? 
Ah! why muſt I of all the Plot be Curſt ? 
To look upon a Face fo full of horror ; 
That likea Hell, at once upbraids my Guilt, 
And laſhes me wirh the Remembrance ? 

Pizr. Methinks I walk like one that's in a Dream, 
A horrid Dream, and fain would be awake! 
Theſe Rooms of State look not as they were wont, 
When 1n:.4 Bullen oft has run to meet me; hy 
But ſeem like Fairy-Land, a Wilderneſs. "oC 
My Friends, like Beafts that never yet faw Man,. 
Stert at my fight ; and ſhun me worſe than Fire. 
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' As if they did 


What mean you Heavens ! what mean thoſe boding Viſions ! 
O that ſome Friend, ſome Friend indeed would meet me ! 
And wake me out of it——Behold ; *tis granted 
Isnot that Rochford there > my Deareſt Brother /——— 
Roch. My Lord, my Piercy! 
Pier, Come thou to my Armes—— 
Methinks th' art not concern'd to ſee thy Friend : 
When Iembrace thee, *tis a pain I find, 
Thy Friendſhip is as cold as Winter Blaſts, 
Or as chill Age is to a tender Virgin | 
What ails my Friend 2 fay quickly. 
Roch. Nothing ails me. 
Pier. mo why look'ſt thou then fo full of horrour? 
Thy down-caſt Eyes call to my fad remembrance, 
How paſling by yog Gallery of Pictures, 
That happy Gallery that was once the Scene 
Of many a joyful meeting with thy Siſter! © 


' Looking with wonder on thoſe famous Perſons} 


Whom the rare Painter had with ſo much Art 
Deſcrib'd, to make Poſterity amends, 
For their bright Forms now moulder'd in their Urns ; 
With their Immortal Shapes of Beauty here ; 
There as we us'd to walk, none e're ſo kind, 
With loving Arms and tender Wiſhes join'd, 
A glad remembrance in their Looks we ſpy'd, 
what their Bodies had on Earth enjoy'd; 

With ſtedfaſt Eyes they watch'd us all the while, 
And when we ſmil'd, they would be ſure to ſmile. 
Or if we chanc'd to weep and ſigh our woe, 
They ſeem'd to' pity us, and do A roo : 
Such ſympathy they drew from all our Fears, 
Onr very Griefs, and every Look was theirs. 

Roch. The over-flowing of your Love-ſick Fancy. 

Pier. But mark me now, my Rochford; mind the ſad 
Cataſtrophe. They lookt not now like Friends 
Of Comfort, but like boding Sy41i/s rather ; 
Their Smiles converted all to darting Frowns; 
Whilſt with their ſeeming Voice and Hands, methought, 
They chid and beckon'd me to ſhun the place, 
intend to fay aloud, 


 _- 
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Ah Percy / *tis not now as heretofore, 
Piercy begone, for thou ſhalt happy be no more. 
Roch, Ah, my Lord! 
Pier. Ha! what fay'ſt thou 2 'tis enough, 
There hangs a dreadful Tale upon thy Brow, 
And there's ſome horrid meaning in that word—— 
Let thy dire Looks ſpeak all the reſt, I prithee ; 
Th' haſt pierc'd quite through me like an Ague-Fir, 
Stopt every circling. of my_Blood,  __ 
And made me ſweat big as cold as ke 
Say quick ! How fares thy Siſter 2 is ſhe well - 
My Love! my Wife! Did I not call her Wife? 
Speak, Is ſhe living? Is ſhe dead ? If fo, 
And thou dar'ſt utter it! plant thy dread Voice 
Juſt like a Cannon to thy Pzercys Breaſt, * 
And ſhiver me to pieces. 


Roch. By theſe words 
I find he knows not of my Siſter's Marriage! [Afide, 


Still worſe and worſe !\———Alas! my Lord,ſhe lives! f7o Pier. 
Pier. Lives! oh the joy ! But is ſhe ugoe than well > 
Tell it with ſpeed ! why didſt thou fay, alas? 
Roch. Well ſhe is too. 
Pier, Thea bleſſed be that Voice 
But why thou ſpeak'ſt it with ſuch cold reſerve, 
I cannot gueſs. Oh tell ic out with joy! 
Tell it aloud with ſhouting to the Spheres, 
That they may eccho with glad Harmony : 
Thy Siſter lives: my Bullex 1s in health, 
Roch. She is in health : but 
Pier. Ha! but what 2 ſpeak out: 
Why doſt thou torture me with dire ſuſpence? |. 
If there be any thing can now be call'd Misfortune, 
When thy dear Siſter is in health, out with it; 
Let it be worſe than Thunder I can bear it. 
Roch. Alas! kind Piercy force not me to tell you, 
Too ſoon you'l hear the News from one perhaps 
That can relate it, Rocky as he is, 


Without a Sigh or Tear in pity of, you. 
Pier. You Heav'nly Pow'rs! What does my Rochford meand 


Tha 


Methinks the joytul Tidings in ay Brealt, 
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That ſhe's in health, does chide me for my Fears; 
But then again a fatal heavineſs H 
Streight inrercepts this dawn of Comfort there, 
And like a Cloud hides all thoſe new-born Beams 
Of Hope, and bids me dread I know not wha. 

I am in Hell, in Torments, worſe, in Doubt——- 
Is there no Balſom that can cure this Sting > 

No Oedipus that can unfold this Riddle > 

I prithee, gentle Rochford, do not rack me : 

Take off this heavy Weight that ſinks thy Brother. 
Come, flatter me; if thou'rt affraid to tell ' 

The Truth, and fay that all theſe' killing words 
Were not in Earneſt. ; 


Enter Northumberland. 


Roch, See, your Father's here. —_W 
Pier, He will rake pity, and releaſe me ſure. | 
North. Harry, thou art moſt welcome to:thy Father; 
Welcome to all, and welcome to the. King; ' ” 
Rejoice, my Son, and deck thy Face with Smiles : d 
There's Love and Fortune coming towards thee. | 
. Pier, Pardon me, beſt of Fathers! {pare my Anſwer : [Xnzel/s. 
Oh tell me firſt what News is from my Love? 
How does my Miſtreſs fare > and what's become 
Of Beauteous Anna Bulen 2 quickly, Sir. 
North. Why, what's become of her 2 She's very well. 
What ſhould become of her 2 She's Marry'd, Son. 
Pier. Marry'd! 
North. Marry'd! ay Marry'd, that fhe is ! 
A Queen ſhe's tov, a joyful Queen; I tell thee. ; 
Pier. Marry'd'" and to the King! by alt my hopes 
By all our chaſt, 'eternal Vows of Love © A 
It cannot be,. although my Father fays it ; 
You; whom Fle credit ſooner'than an Angel. 
d! my Anna Buller falſe, and Marry! 
Perſwade me that the Sun has loſt its Virtue, 


A... 


* TheFarth, the teeming Earth,” forgot to bear, 
\- That: Nature ſhall be Nature now no more ;. 
_Ihar all the Elements ſhall vaniſh ſtreight, 


% 


To hear ſuch words, Come, tell 'em, deareſt Rochford, 
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Turn to Confuſion, into Chaos ſhrink, 

And you, and I, and all the living World, 
Are what we were before we were begot ; 
All this muſt be, when Anra Buller's falle. 

North. I tell thee, rath and diſobedient Boy, 
Marry'd ſhe is without ſuch Miracles. 

Prer. Ah, deareſt Father, on my Knees I beg you, 
Repeat that horrid, diſmal word no more; 

To be obedient, and at once to hear. . «__ __ 
My Miſtreſs wrong, is not in Pzercy's power. 
Here, cruth this Infe&, pound me into Duſt, 
I'm at your Foot! oh lay xt on my Neck, 

And punith me with death, ten thouſand deaths ; 
For whilſt I liveI muſt be guilty ſtill, 

And near can think that Amna Bullen's fallc : 

O Sir, be mercitul and juſt at once, 

And ſay you did it but to try your Percy. 

North, Riſe, and repent, and do not tempt my Anger, 
Which thou thould'it teel, but that I pity thee, 
And think thy Folly Puniſhment enough. 

Pier. See, Sir, her Brother's more concern'd than I 


Proclaim her Virtue loud as Cherubins, 
Tell *em, theſe Rocks, they may in time relent, 
And hear the fad Complaiats of injur'd Honour : 
Is ſhe not Chalt ! Chalk as the Virgia light, 
And conſtant as the Turtle to its Mate, 
Her Perſon ſacred ſtill to all Mankind, 
And Beauries leſs corrupted, lefs defil'd, 
Than is the lovely Blew that fragrant hangs 
On Autumn Fruit, or Morning Dew on Roſes. 
North. Tell him, my Lord. 
Pier. Oh hear the Charming ſound; 
Tell 'em, and undeceive 'em, Friend; tell 'em 
How thou wert by, when firſt we plighted Troths, 
And ſwore Eternal Faith, Eternal Love, 
By every Saint, and every.Star that ſhone, 
Who then look'd down:as joyful Witneſles, 
And darted forth in all-their bright Array, 


To ſee our Loves that ſhin'd _— 
2 
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Welcome to all, and welcome to the King. | 
: Rejoice, my Son, and deck thy Face with Scmltes b 
There's Love and Fortune coming towards thee. 


Of Beauteous Anna Bullen ? q qual; Sir. 
e 


| A Queen ſhe's too, bed a2 heS aeen, I tell thee. 
to the 


You, whom Fle credit ſooner'than an a 

. Marry'd!: my Anna Buller falſe, and Marty'd ! 
| Perfwade me that the Sun has loſt its Virtue, 

- The Earth, the teeming Earth," forgot to bear,. 
' That: Nature ſhall be Nature now. no tnore ;. 
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That ſhe's in health, does chide me for my Fears; 
But thea again a fatal heavinels 

Streight 1 intercepts this dawn of Comfort there, 
And like a Cloud hides all thoſe new-born Beams 
Of Hope, and bids me dread I know not what. 

I am in Hell, in Torments, worſe, in Doubt—— 
Is there no Balſom that can cure this Sting > 


No Oedipus that can unfold this Riddle > 


I prithee, gentle Rochford, do not rack me : 
Take off this heavy Weight that ſinks thy Brother. 
Come, flatter me; if thou'rt affraid to'tell 


' The Truth, and fay that all theſe' killing words 


Were not in Earneſt. 


Enter NorGianberins | 


_ Roch, See, your Father's here. GN PEICT. Fe 
Pier, He will take pity, and releaſe me Kits 
_ North, Harry, thow art moſt welcome tothy Father; 


-*. 
no 


Pier. Pardon me, beſt of Fathers! ſpare my Anſwer : [XFnze/s. 
Oh tell me firſt what News is from my Love? 
How does my Miſtreſs fare > and what's become 


North. Why, what's become of her 2 She's very well. 


' What ſhould become of her ? She's Marry'd, Go 


Pier. Marry'd! 
North. Marry'd! ay wes d, that ſhe is ! 


Pier. Marry'd"! !'by all my hopes: 
By all our chat eternal Vo, Love” 7 1 
It cannot be,. alchough my Father ſays it ; 


*_Lhat all che Elements ſhall vaniſh Rtreight, 


— 
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Turn to Confuſion, into Chaos ſhrink, 
And you, and I, and all the living World, 


Are what we were before we were begot ; 


All this muſt be, when Anna Bullen's falle. 


North. I tell thee, rath and diſobedient Boy, 
Marry'd ſhe is without ſuch Miracles. 

Pier. Ah, deareſt Father, on my Knees I beg you, 
Repeat that horrid, diſmal word no more ; 
To be obedient, and at once to hear 
My Miſtreſs ng. is not in Pzercy's power. 
Here, cruſh this Infe&, pound me into Duſt, 
I'm at your Foot! ol lay x on my Neck, 
And puniſh me with death, ten thouſand deaths ; 
For whilſt I liveI muſt be guilty {till, 
And near can think that Anna Bullen's falle : 
O Sir, be mercitul and juſt at oace, 
And ſay you did it bur to try your Prercy. 

North. Riſe, and repent, and do not tempt my Anger, 
Which thou ſhould'tt teel, but chat I pity thee, 
And think thy Folly Puniſhment enough. 

Pier. See, Sir, her Brother's more concern'd than I 


To hear ſuch words, Come, tell 'em, deareſt Rochford, 


Proclaim her Virtue loud as Cherubins, 

Tell *em, theſe Rocks, they may in time relentr, 

And hear the fad Complaiats of injur'd Honour : 

Is ſhe not Chaſt! Chal as the Virgia light, 

And conſtant as the Turtle to its Mate, 

Her Perſon facred ſtill to all Mankind, 

And Beauries leſs corrupted, lets defil'd, 

Than is the lovely Blew that fragrant hangs 

On Autumn Fruit, or Morning Dew on Roſes. 
North. Tell him, my Lord. 
Pier. Oh hear the Charming ſound; 

Tell 'em, and undeceive 'em, Friend; tell 'em 

How thou wert by, when firſt we plighted Troths, 

And ſwore Eternal Faith, Eternal Love, 

By every Saint, and eyery Star that ſhone, 

Who then look'd down-as joyful Witneſles, 

And darted forth in all-their bright Array, 

To ſee our Loves that ſhin'd WT 9a 6x than they. 
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T avoid ſuſpition, as the faid ; but *'twas 


Gent. My Lord, the King and Queen are paſſing by. 
North. Look you, Romantick Sir, behold your Miſtrels, 
Whoſe Bride ſhe is. | 
[Ainz and Queen, Lords and Ladies paſs over. the Stage, 
Northumberland fo//ows the Arny. 


| Pier. By the Immortal Powers that gave me lite, 


And Eyes and Senſes to believe, ris ſhe 
It is the King, and Anna Bnllex Crown'd ! 

Why Father, Rochford, Friends, is it not fo ? 

And did ſhe not like haughty ano walk 2 

Who, as ſhe held the Thunderer by the hand, 

Lookt down with ſcorn on the low World, from whence 
She came; ſodid ſhe caſt a loathing Eye 


| Upon the place where humble Piercy ſtands ——— 


Now you are mute, dumb as thoſe Conjurations 
You hir'd juſt now from Hell to be my Ruine ; 
Ha! is't not fo 2 Confels that it is fo, 

And I ambleſt; own it, and-make poor Piercy happy. 
Roch, Alas! my Lord ; afflict' your mind no more, 
"Tis torment to your Friend to fee you thus. | 

Pier. Friend, ſay'ft thou? I diſclaim that Name in all, 
In Father, Brother, Siſter, and Companion ; 
Nature her ſelf abhors it, like the Plague, 


And baniſhes that Gueſt from all her Creatures 
Falſe Brother to the falſeſt Woman living ! 
Was it for this that I was ſent from Court » 
Was it for this the ſubtleſt of her Sex 

Sent me a Letter with ten thouſand Charms, 
To let me know that I ſhould write, and ſhould 
Be written to no more till my return 2 


To flatter me that I ſhould not miſtruſt her: 
Roch. By Heav'n, and all thar's true, ſhe's not to blame: 


Pier. Here, Rochford, rip, and tear Fer from my heart, 
Faſt rooted as ſhe is: The Poiſon ſwells, 


O lance it with thy Sword; and give me eaſe: 
She's Hell! ſhe's worſe! ſhe's Madneſs to the Brain ; 
roche tar and carry 'an/ Hoſt of Devils: 


For he that wears.a perjur'd!'Womanhere, 


Hagin his Breaſt ten thouſand Fiends'to ſcourge him. 


Re-enter 


«& 


® ” 


"ANNA BULLEN. 
"> Re-enter Northumberland. 


North. Come, my beſt Son, the King Salutes thee, Piercy ; 
Come, ſce the Bride he has prepar'd for thee, 
And thik no more of Anna Bullex now. 
Pier. Ha! bring me to her ſtreight! Is ſhe a Woman - 
A bright diſſembling and proteſting Woman 2 
Smooth as the ſmiling pittileſs Ocean is by fits; 
But then her Heart as Rocky, deep, and tathomſeſs: 
Has ſhe a Face as tempting as the fair 
Deceittul Fruit of Sodom, but when taſted, 
Is rottenneſs and horrour to the Core 
Is the ſo kind, that nothing can be kinder ? 
Nay were ſhe Anna Bullen all without, 
And Bullen all within, I'd marry her 
To be reveng' ! 
North. Thou doſt rejoice thy Father : 
She is as good and beautiful as Angels, 
And has ten thouſand Pounds a year ; which added 
To thy Eſtate, will make you far moze happy 
Than Harry with his Crown, or Anna Bullen. 
Pier. Come, bring me to her : when ſhall we be marry'd > 
North. When my Son pleaſes: If thou wilt,.to Morrow. 
Pier. To Morrow | Now: To Morrow is too late : 
What muſt I waſte a Day, and loſe a Smile ! 
The King with Bu/len revels all this while. 
Haſte, thou flow Sun! when wilt thou bring the Morn 2 
And when! oh when ſhall the long Day be worn |! 
That theſe triumphant Arms may ſeize my Bride, 
And claſp her gently like a wanton Tide. 
In Floods of Extaſies Ile drown; and fay, 
Thus Harry and his Queen live all the day ; 
Thus he embraces her all o're, and o're; 
Whilſt for each Kiſs Fle reap a thouſand more : 
And for each Pleaſure they ſhall a&t that Night 
Fle pattern then, and double with dehght : 
But for that rareſt Bliſs we bluſh to own, 


Spite and Revenge much more my Joys ſhall Crown.. [Zxemut:. 


The End of the Second Att. 


_ As wasgrea 


. who, asherode to meet the Emperour, 


VERTUR Betrayd: Or, 


ACT 111. SCENE L 


Enter Cardinal and Blunt ſeverally. 


: Card. AIL tothe Sacred Queen of Wit and Beauty ; 


Hail ro the Emprels of the World that ſhould be. 
Blunt, What News ? What Song of Comfort brings my Wooley 
Methinks your Looks ſhine like the Sun of Joy, 
And Smiles, more glittering than your Robe, appear: 
Come, for I long to bepartaker of itt——— 
Say, isit Great? Shal Bu//en tink to Hell : 
Shall this proud Exhalation vanith ftreight - 
Or, ſhall the ſtill be Queen ratfront my Wooley 2 
Card. No: I'd firſt pawn both Body and Soul to-Hell, 
For but a Dram of Poyfon that would kill 
The Heretick. 
Blunt. Ohfamous Cardmal / | 
Rome's Sacred Champion, and the Saints of, Rome! 
What can reward thee but the Myrtre 
And when th'art dead, -a mighty Throne, as high 
t Zucifer's betore hisfall | | 
Card. Havel not liv*d more ſplendid than the King 2 
More aw'd and famous than was #7arry {till > 
Have I not ſcatter'd with a Liberal Hand, 
And fow'd more Seed to'Chariry, than all 
The Kingdom elfez Built fuch vaſt Palaces, 
As neither /taly nor Rome can pattern ? 


Which Eng/and's Monarchs have been proud to dwell in, 


Blunt. And but for thee, the Nation had been ſcorn'd. 
Card. Who fran'd ſuch ſumptuous Embaſſies, as I, 
With ſuch a Glorious Train of Servants deck'd, 
AS Germany and France both wonder'd at, 
And thought that all the Nation follow'd me; 
Whilſt 7udor here, as lefs King than I, 
Was ferv'd, but with the gleanings of my Pomp 
Blunt.” T'was Woolſey, our Great Maſter's greater Servant, 


Ere 


IG oo ay _—_— = 
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Ere he approach'd, firſt check*d his pamper'd Steed, 
And ſtood at diſtance to receive that Monarch ; 
Whilſt Maximilian, as became him beſt, 
Firſt did unlight, and firſt embrac'd my Wooly. 
Card. And have not I rul'd Zarry and the Nation 
Shall then this ſtrong Foundation of my Greatneſs 
Be undermin'd by ſuch a Wretch as Bu/len / 
By the weak practice of a ſpleenful Woman! -- --- 
A thing, that I have made ; a Poppet-Queen, 
Dreſt up by me, to Att her Seene of Greatnels, 
And all her Motions guided by this Hand ! 
Blunt. Shall ſhe then Mount the Fame to ruine Wooſ/ey ? 
Card. No; by my Self, that moment the attempts tr, 
She pulls a dreadful Tower upon her Head ; 
When I begin to totter, if I muſt, 
Like a huge Oak, that's leaning o're a Wall, 
Ile take my Aim, and cruſh her with my fall —— 
Piercy's arriv'd, there's Aid for your Revenge, 
Blunt, I heard fo, and perceiv'd it by the n. 
Card. By that the has diſcover'd the deceit, 
And finds him Innocent, now 'tts too late; 
This makes her earelefs, to her own undoing; 
For when the Amorous King comes, loaded with 
Big hopes, and thinks to take his fill of Joys, 
Streight, like the ſenſirive, nice Plant that ſhrinks, 
And ona ſudden gathers up its Leaves, 
When 'tis but touch'd, ſhe will contra&t her Charms, 
And ſhut 'em from him in her ſullen Boſom, 
As cold as Winter to his warm Embraces: 
This, when the vext and paſſionate King perceives, 
He'll hate, and caſt her from him ina Rage. 
Blunt. See / yonders Rechford coming towards us, 
Big with glad Looks, I hope, to be deliverd 
Ot ſomething that will forward our Deſign. 
Card; | will retire, and leave him to your Care, 
To mannage him with all the Art of Woman; 
And Hell, it Heaven wont, inſpire your Wit 


And Malice. Ex. Card. 


32 VERTUE Betrayt: Or, 
Enter Rochford. 


Roch. Brighteſt of thy dazling Sex, 
"That wears the Charms of all the World about thee ; 
How have I been this long, long hour in paia, 
In Torments and in Darknels all the while / 
Sun of my Joy, to waſte the tedwvus Day, 
And Star to gaze the live-long-night away. 
Blunt. O, youare grown a Courtier now indeed, 
My Lord; but'tis no wonder now, you are 
Exalted, and are Brother to the Queen : 
"Tis hard for one to gain a look from you, 
Without the pur of I will not tell you——— 
Roch. Ha/ Brother tothe Queen / to Jupiter - 
And if my raviſh'd Senſe deceives me not, 
I will not change my State ro ſhine in Heaven / 
To be the darling Brother of the Sun, 
Orone of Leda's Twins that deck the Sky : 
No, Caſtor I defie thee, 
Blunt, Hold, my Lord ; : 
I will not chide you, though you havedeſerv'd it: 
For all thoſe Raptures are but ſtarts in Love, 
And ſeldom hold out to the Races end ; 
Or elſe like Straw that givesa ſudden blaze, 
And ſoon is out. 
Roch, Oh fay not ſo, my Goddeſs! 
The Negro, neareſt Neighbour to the Sun, 
That lives under the torrid burning Line, 
Feels not the warmth that does rolleſ my Breaſt. 
And, oh forgive the vaſt Compariſon, 
Hell's flame is not ſo vehergent or laſting, 
Blunt. Enough, my Lord : I'le put you to your Trial - 
Prepare, and fee how well you can obey ; 
But that you may not ſtrive without all hope, 
Like Slaves condemn'd tor ever to the Gallies ; 
Here is my Hand, .an Earneſt of my Promiſe, 
That as [ find you Faithful, Ple Reward you. 


Blant. But mark me: Hear, as from a Prophet, this 


Roch. Your Hard! where amT! tell me, God of Loye! 


ANNA BULLEN. 


Be ſure you merit well this firſt of Favours, 
And keep the Oath you vow upon this Haad, 
Elſe Vie denounce a worſe than Hell ſhall follow 
Your Sacrilegious Crime. 
Roch. Lo, here I ſwear 
But tell me, Heav'n! what ſignifies an Oath! 
When 'tis impoſlible I ſhould be falſe 2 
I ſwear upon this Altar, breathing Incenſe! 
Eternal Love! Erernal Conſtancy = _—_ 
Divineſt, ſofteſt Sweeteſt 
Blunt. Go my Lord. 
And now you haveit, brag to my undoing; 
For never any but:your King can boaſt 
The like, | 
Roch. And he, . th' unworthieſt of Mankind, 
Who having ſuch a Jewel in his Breaſt, 
The Crown not halt ſo Sacred, were it mine, 
Tofſell it for a falſe andglittering Trifle : 
So ſilly /ndians barter Gold and Pearls 
For Baubles. 
Blunt. What your Siſter, treach'rous Man ! 
You do not mean it; nor can I endure 
To hear her ſo degraded ; if 'twere real : 
Sh' has Goodneſs, and has Beauties more than TI, 
And merits what ſhe does poſlels, a Crown : - 
And much the more, becauſe ſhe fought not tor it; 
Which is the cauſe, I tear, that ſhe's unhappy 
You viſit her, not only as a Brother, 
But as a Friend, and Partner of her Councils ; 
You love like Twins, like Lovers, or indeed 
As a fond Brother, and kin« 5ifter ſhould. 
How bears the this unwelcome State? or rather, 
How does ſhe brook the Wrong that's done to Prercy - 
Rech, All her RefleQions on it ſtreight will vanith; 
A King and Crown are Charms invincible; 
No Storms, nor Diſcontents can long abide, + }. 
Where Love and Empire plead: but foon willflye, 
Scatter'd like Miits before the Sun of Power. 
Blunt. You ſpeak indifferently, my Lord, and like 


F Miſtruſt 


-_— 


(Kiſſes ber Hand. 


' Oh that I had but 


You hear he's come to 
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 Miſtruſt of her you Lave: I lengaebear 7 + 1 


The more what you woult tein giiguile from ME——— 
Have you fo ſoon forgat the Oath youtaok 2 - 
Or is't ſo lately, that you think tis ſcarce \ 


| Reach'ddown to Hell, to claim you Perjur'd there ? 


Or think you that I-&x£Ecan. hate the Site, 
When with a bluſh I own, I love the Brother > 
Falſe and ungrateful Man! farewell. 

6 coder FY naked Heare, 

6 my Boſom to my ' 
CR 6 age 1a you think is written there. 
Had I no Tongue to ſpeak, Id ſuffer that, 
Rather than once deny you any thing, | 

Blunt. He ſoftens, turns,and changes,as I'd have him ; [Hfrfe. 


His Waxen Soul begins to melt apace: 


He is my Slave, my Chain'd and Gally Slave: 
Harsy (o ta terture | 
But T'le Revenge my ſelf on this ſoft Foal, 
On'B«/en, and on all their Race at once. 
T hat were the Curſed cauſe of my undoing. 
You find my A Nature quickly, 
That makes you uſe me thus. 
Roch. Ten thouſand Pardongmer— 
Blunt. No mare; | can forgive, if you deſerve it ; 
I charge you, as a Sign of your Repentance, 
Go viſit itreight the n, and Piercy too ; 
Court; and what you learn 
From them, that ought concerns their former Loves, 
From time to time, acquaint-me with-the Story, 
And -_ ſhall lock the ſecret in my Breaſt, 
As ſafe, as in res | 
Roch. *T were Blaſphemy 
But to ſuſpeG> it, '3K(iq 
Blant. | require this of you; 
Not that I doubt the Virtue of the n, 
But know, that, worſe than Hell, I hate the King, 
(To which juſt hatred 'tis you owe my Love) 
And wiſh your Siſter, and all Humane kind, 
Would hate him too. | 
Roch. Tle inſtantly obey you, 


[TaRoch. 


Blunt. Come back, my Lord ; this readinef has chiarini'd me: 
And now I can't but give you ſome kind hopes=— 
Y ou may have leave to viſit me hereafter. k 
And talk of Love, perhaps Ile take it kindly; . 
Rocb. Bleſt Harmony | Happieſt of Mankind, I 
Blunt. And you may write to me, and beſt by Proxy: 
For tho the King nor viſits me, as he was wont, 
Yet he is Jealous 
Let all your Amorons Letters be difguis'd, 
Under the borrow'd Name of Brother ſtill, -- -- 
Directed to me by the file of Sifter. 
Roch. In all things Fle obey my lovely Goddefs ! 
Blunt. Theſe Papers once feall be of Conſequence. F[Afide. 
See, the Queen comes, her Soul indiſcontenr, [To Roch. 
And longs to be disburthen'd. I will leave you-n—— 


A fit occalion's offer'd, now ſhe's on | 
The Rack, to eaſe her by a fond Confeſſion: [Ex.Blunt. 


Enter Queen and Ladies; 


uern, Where am I now ?=—My Brother ! Is it you? 
I hear that Pzercy's come to Court. 2 2 
Roch. He 1s. 
Queen, Where ſhall I hide my guilty Face from him ? 
And ſhut me where he ne're may ſee me more? 
For now I ſtart at every humane Shape, 
And think I meet wrong'd Piercy in my way, 
Like one eſcap'd for Murther, in his Flight 
Shuns every Beaſt, and Trembles at the Wind, 
And thinks each Buſh'a Man' to apprehend him. —— 


Exter Diana. _ 


I ſent thee to the Queen, Diana, ſay, 

How fares the in her hopeleſs, loſt Eſtate? 

What Anſwer bring't thou, that is Death to hear ? 
Come talk of Miſery, and fill my Breaſt 

With Woe: Ile lay my Ears to the fad ſound, 

And thence ExtraCt it as the Bees do Hony, 


Grief is the Food that the afflicted live by——— 


F 2 Talk 


C— 


| Talk any thing; there's nought ſo dreadful as 
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The thoughts of injur'd Percy, .in my Breaſt. 
Dian. The Princeſs Dawager is dead. 
Queen, What Princels ? 

Art thou a temporizing falſe one too ? 

And haſt ſo ſoon forgot the was thy Queen - 
Dian, Queen KAtherine's dead. 

Quzen. Alas! then 1s ſhe dead / 
Then ſhe has got the ſtart of 4»na Bullen 


' Came you too late to pay my Duty to her ? 


Dian. No : for {| enjoyed her Senſes to the laſt, 
And then not ſeem'd.to.dye, but fall aſleep. 
© Qaeer. So.bold' is Innocence; it conquers Death, 


' Andafter makes amends for.allthe wrongs 
_- Suſtain'd in Lite. , 


Dian, When I began to tell her, 


\ ,Þcameby your command, to make a tender: 
Of your moſt humble Dury, and Condole 


Her Majeſties Mifortung and Diſtemper ; .. 
She check'd me at that word, and as you have ſeen 
AclearSky, with a trayelling Cloud o'retook, 


' And quickly gone, ſo ſhe put.ona Frown, 
' Which did not laſt, and anſwer'd with a-Smile : 


Why did you fay,. your Majeſty. tome; 


' She ſaid, a Namel loath> Go, tell "Lamas geen, 
| Let her not fix on Greatneſs tobe 


aÞPY, 
But take a ſad Example here by me: 
I; who was Daughter, Niece, and Siſter too, 


To three great Emperours, and Wife, alas ! 
- Tothe moſt potent Prince in Chriſtendom, 


Muſt Dye more wretched than the meaneſt Creature, 


' Ina ſtrange Country, midſt my Enemies, 
' Notone of all my great Relations here 


Topity me, nor Friend to bury me: 

And then ſhe wept, and turn'd her gentle Face 

The other way, andquickly.after Dy'd. | 
| Qzeen. Go on ; Why doſt thou ceaſe this Melody ? 

Thy Voice exceeds the mourning, Philomels ; 

The dying Swan takes not that pleaſure in 


| _ Her.note, as I in ſuch Celeſtial Muſick: | 


Fa k .# 
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Haſt thou no more of it ? 
Come play the Artiſt :, Shew thou to my Fancy, 
Th' Infernal Paths that lead to Infinite Horror ; 
Op'nall the Charnel Houſes of the Dead, 

_And fright away, it it be poſſible, 
The fad-Remains ot injur'd Percy here. 


Enter King. 
| ____ [F[ExemntDiana and Rochford, 

King. Yonder ſhe is, in Tears amidit her Glories! 

You laviſh Stars, what will content this Scorner 2 
From a mean Spring l[ took this ſhining Pebble, 
And plac'd her in my Heart, and in my Crown, 
The taircſt and the bett lov'd Jewel there : 

And fate her on my Throne to be ador'd : 

Yet the contemns all this, and would do more, 

The Heavens are all too narrow for her Soul ! 
Gods, you mult flatter and deſcend to her, 

Or the'll not ſtir one jot to you She is 

So very proud. 

Queen. My Lord. 

Ang. Sit down again, | 
I but diſturb you ; theretore Ile return; i 
For ſure they muſt be tender thoughts, for which 
You pay ſuch laviſh Tribute from your Eyes. 

Queen. Sir, I was thinking of th' uncertain State 
Of Greatneſs, and amongſt its fad Misfortunes, 

What would become oft me, alas! it you 

(Which I've no reaſon to ſuſpect) 

| Should change your Love ; and that produc theſe Tears. 

King. Y'are in the right, if that ſhould ever happen ;—— 

Jut what begets ſuch Doubts within your Breaſt ? 

You have done nothing to deſerve luch fears: 

You love me, and as long as that ihall laſt, 

Miſtruſt not Harry. 

(Queen. By my hopes I do. 

Xing. Bleſt ſound. \| will hear nothing but my Bw/er: _ 
Woolſey and Devil tempt me now no more! [ 4/id-. 
Then ſhake theſe Clouds of ſorrow from thy Eyes, 

And dart thy brighter Beams, like April Syn-ſhune, 


» 9 : 
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Into: 


j 38  VERTUE Betrayd : Or, 


" You yield to me indeed, 'tis true: but moſt 


But guard your fatal Honey with-a Sting 


Into my Bofom, and thus lock me ever—— 
Oh, now I nought remember but thy Charms, 
Andquite forget what-c're I was before. 

One word of Bliſs, one word of Softnefs from thee, 
To baniſh hence Suſpitions, hke the Plague, 


And clear our Breaſts from jealonfies for ever — 


What, not a ſyllable do I deſerve? 

Theſe Kiſſes, faint Embraces, and thefe Odours, 

Are ravifh'd, not beſtow'd upon me——ha! 
fueen. What means +; Enonrk 

King. What means the Traiterous Buller 2 
By Heav'n ſhe wants the cunning Trick and Skill; 
The -eafie quick Deluſton of her Sex, 

To hide her falſeneſs——By all Hell ſhe's damn'd. 

Queen, O Gracious Sir. 

Xing. Too gracious not to kill thee 
For whom, for whom are your kind Looks refery'd > 
Hide you your Minion; for his f: do 
For were he: 


, do. 
e he mongſt his happy Stars, I'd reach him. 
Im frigfitful as a Ghoſt, or a Diſeaſe: 
For whenJI think to hold her in t1::1e Arms, 
She ſtruggles like the Quarry in the Toll: 
And yields her ſelf unto my loath'd Embraces, 
With ſuch a forc'd and awker'd willingneſs, 
As men, when they are paſt all hopes of life, 
Reſign themſelves into the power of Death. 
Queen. What Fiend has put ſuch Thoughts into your Breaſt > 
When did I wrong you? How haveT been falſe 2 
Yet I will not complain againſt my Lord. 
Since 'tis your Will——Sir, have I not obey'd you ? 
No Slave fo humbly faichſul-to your Pleaſures, 
And-in your Bed, with bluſhing, paid thoſe Duties 
That modeſt Virgin, or chaſt Wife could do: 
And if I was not wanton, pray forgive me. 
King. Yes, yes, I have your outſide; but Hell knows, 
And thy falſe ſelf, who 'tis enjoys thy Soul ! 


Unwillingly you part with your dear Sweets, 
Unleſs it be to him that has your Hoard, 


ANNA BULLEN. 
'Gainſt thoſe you hate Your Perſon you reſign, 
But as to Priſon; my Arms are but the Grates 
Through which your Mind is longing ſtill to be abroad : 
Nay in the very Moment of Enjoyment : 
And who would think but then I ſhould be happy 2 
There's ſtill another's PiQ&ure in your Heart, 
On which you look, and fanfie I am He, 
And all the while I'm ſporting for another. 
Queey, Can Heav'n hear this !-O cruel, faithleſs Lord. 
King. No: to = Syren's Voice le ſtor my Ears; 
Athouſand times, like them, th' haſt cheared me, 
Laid my juſt Paſſion to a gentle Calm, 
VVhilſt Storms behind were ready to devour me. 
On thy talſe dangerous Charms Fle wrack no more, 
But ſeek for thelter on ſome kinder Shore; 
A grateful Beauty here ſhall reiga alone, 
And chace thee from my Heart, and from-thy Throne. 
Ha! who comes there? My gentle Wookey come, 
And with thy Counſel ſtreight defend my Breaſt, 
[The King meets Woolſey, and goes out leaning ou him: 
Queen, Did not my Lord flye from me in a rage, 
Arm'd with a Frown, and darted it quite through me 
And Woo{fey in his Favourites place again 2 
Nay, then the Wonder is expir'd; that proud, 
That great bad man, and Lacifer, ne're meant 
Me nor my Virtue well--——The King's Inconſtancy 
Begins to ſhew its Fanus Face again : 
And all the Doubts of an Unhappy Wretch, 
My Fears by Day, and horrid Dreams by Night, 
Are come to pals, 


Exter Piercy. 


Pier. What ſhall I fear to fee her ! 
And tell her Face to Face the Perjuries 


7 


AnJ Falſeneſs that ſh' has heap'd upon her Soul, - 
And ruin'd mine ? Lo, where the Falfe one is! 


In counterteited Grict? By Heav'n in Tears ! 
As if her fins already did upbraid her ! 
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Juſt Pow'rs ! can you behold a Form ſo fair, 
And ſuffer Falſenels to inhabit there 2 

The Morning Sun riſen trom its Watry Bed, 
Leſs precious drops does on Arabia ſhed : 
Andlacred Viols of rich 4pri-Showers ; 
When he alternate Rain and Sun-ſhine pours ; 
Nor is he half ſo Beautiful and Gay, 

As ſhe a wiping of thoſe Tears away. 

Queen. Ha, Piercy ! I'm betray'd. Adviſe me Heay'n ! 
What fhall I do ! Begone, this place is Hell ; 
Vipers and Adders lurking under Smules, 

And flatt'ring Cloths of State : Oh! do not tread here ; 
Under this Mask of Gallantry and Beauty, 

Isa rude Wild; nay, worſe, adangerous Ocean, 

Into whoſe Jaws, Love, like a Calenture, 

Will tempt us, where we both mult Sink and Periſh. 


' Pier. What, can ſo mean a Creature tright a Queen ! 
Behold a wretched Thing of your undoing, 
Queen. See where he ſtands, the Mark of pity, Heav'n ! 


/Shur, ſhut thy Eyes, and fly with ſpeed away; 
/ Or view the Rocks and Quick-ſands, it thou ſtay, 


Leſt this rough ZZel/iſpont 1 venture on, 

And like Leander tempt my Fate, and drown. [Ex. Queen. 
Pier, Ha! ſhes ſurpriz'd! ſhunsme! and flies from me ! 

And more aftrighted is at Piercy's wrongs, 


\Than Guilty Ghoſts, that having ſcap'd ro Earth, 


Hear the Cock Crow to ſummon 'em away, 


And ſtart and tremble at the ſight of Day. 


' 

| " 
a FS Cl 
©—?,-: 
OS - 


ut yet ſhe look'd not likea Foe upon me ; 
And as ſhe parted, told me with her Eyes, 
That there was ſomething in thoſe ſpeaking Tears, 
Which might Excuſe her, and Condemn her Percy. 


Enter Northumberland. 


North. Son, T am come to tell you joyful News, 


The King has Charm'd the fair Dzaxa for thee, 
nd isreſolv'd to Marry her to morrow, 
Hand Celebrate the Nuptials with a Pomp. 
# Fer. The King! the King is Marry'd, Sir. 
SLE T TER | Fo 


North. 
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ANNA. BULLEN; 
North. He is. | 
But thou art not : H' intends to give her to thee 
Himſelf : Why doſt thou ſtart 2 "Twas but thisday: 
You Swore and Vow'd, with all the Signs of Joy, 
And Duty to your Father, you'd obey me. 
Pier. Alas! I did : But cannot Heav'n, nor you 
Forgive a raſh, unhappy Man his Vow? 
North, No: by the Blood that Honours Piercy's Veins, 
I ſwear, I will not——— © © © © © — 
For Marry'd thou ſhalt be, and that to her, ; 
Or live a Vagabond, baniih'd from Wealth, 
From Friends, and Pity ; whilſt I will advance 
Thy Younger Brother to thy loſt Eſtate, 
And ſee thee ſtarve; nay, more, and loaded with 
The Curles of thy Father 
Pier. Hold, Sir! 
Fle ftrive obey you; not becauſel fear 
What Miſery, or Death can do to me; 
| Nor to avoid the hungry Lyon's Den, 
Or Dragons Teeth, juſt ready to devour me ; 
For know, I plunge into a State more dreadtul: 
But that I may not be th' unhappy Cauſe 
Ot dragging wrongtul Curſes trom a Father, 
Which rather turn upon his Head that aims, 
Than hurt the Boſom of the Innocent. 


> 4 «ny * 0 : . FP : | ; Þ +: a; , 


s TE: WH Ee... > © wc. , " 
RES SED SY oo Ea 


Enter Diana. 


North. See ! ſhe is coming, brighter than a Goddeſs 


Vie leave you, and commit you to her Cure, [Ex. North, 
Dian. Yonder's the dear-lov'd Man, whom all muſt love, 
That loves another too. What ſhall I fay 2 [A/ide. 


Spite of my Stars, I dote upon a Perſon, 
Who has no Heart, no Eyes that are hisown ; 
Nor yet one look that ever can be mine. 
. Pier. Madam / d' you hear the news? My Father tells me, 
Ware tobe Marry. 
Pian. So the King will have it. 
Pjer. The King! What would 7” 4 mo bea God 2 
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F. az  MYBERTVE Betrayd: Or, 
LE: . ' 
FF To take uponhim to diſpoſe of Hearts! | 
 Andjoyn unequal'Souls withone another ! | - 
O Beautiful Piava! Y'are all: Goodnelſs,: 
A ſtore of Virtues in as bright a Perſon, 
As Heav'n ere treaſur'd in a Form Divine : 
If ſo, what can your Eyes behold in me ? 
What ſec in ſuch a wretched thing as I, 
To Marry me? + 
* Dian. How Charmingis his Perſon / 
And much more Charming'is his Griet / And/ oh 
How can ſhee're receivea Wound moredeadly, [ A/ide. 
Than 1, tormented with the double Dart 
Of Love an «Pity—Some kind Deity 
Aſſiſt me now, leſt I ſhould ſhew I love him, 
And teach my Tongue how to bely my Heart. 
Pier, You ſeem to ſtudy for ſo plainan Anſwer. 
Come tell me ſtreight my faults, and what you think ; 
For here I ſtand, the Mark of Truth to aim at. 
What is there, in this miſerable Shape, 


To look on without Scorn ? 
' Dian. Now kind; Heav'n, 
Lend me the Cunning now of all my Sex ! [Aftde. 
Tlike you juſt as well as yow-like me ; [7o Piercy. 


Our Perſons might, for all yowſaid of mine, 
Be mended both, and both receive Additions: 
And for your Nature, Ile be plain, and tell you, 
I could have with'd a Man of better humour ; 
But *tis-no matter, ſince ware both ſo bad, 
We are the fitter then for one another. | 
Juſt Gods ! what miſerable Things we are! [ Afedte. 
Oh! when ſhall we attain that bleft abode, 
Where we may never fear to ſpeak aloud, 
What's Juſt, and is no Sin ?- | 

Pier. What, do'ypu hate me 2 
Then y'are happier one Degree than T ; 
For ſhould you love me, youare truly wretched. 
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- ' Dian. Indeed he little thinks I am that Wretch. [Afide. 
= + 4 | Tellme wheretore - To Piercy. 
E| Piers. Becauſethe Cruel God 
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'd:me of my witole Eſtate of Love, 
FEES GG | | And. | 


ANNA BULL TN 
And left me naked, deſolate, and poor; 
Not worth one Sigh, nor With, if that could pay 
The Debt I owe: Nay, ſhould you come 8 begging, 
Cold, and half ſtarv'd, tor Succour to my door, 

You would not find, 1n all this rifled Cottage, 

One Spark, one Charitable Spark, to warm you. 


IS 


Dian. Hear, Heav'n! hear, Cruel One! who-e're thon art 
He loves, thol am flighted, ſcorn'd, nay hated, | Afede. 


Wou'd thou hadſt my Kind Eyes, my-Breaſt, my- Soul, 
Would all my Vital Blood were Balm to Cure him. 


Yet will our Cruel Parents have us Marry'd: [70 Piercy. 


Then, ſince we muſt, how know we but our Bodies, 
And yet more Careleſs and Deſpairing Souls, 
In tune may grow to ſuch indiferene, 
As quite forgetting of what Sex we are, 
We may like faithtul and condoling Friends, 
It not like Lovers, live together. 
Fier. AY ; 
And when y'are ſad, Fle Kiſs you like a Brother ; 
And it you ſigh, or chance to ſhed a Tear, 
I will weep too, and ask you why you grieve; 
And you thall do the like to me, and ſtreight 
Embrace me like a Siſter, ſtill remembring 
The Subject of our juſt Complaints ſhall be, 
You that y'are Marry'd 
Dian. You tor Marrying me. 
Pier. O rarely thought! *rwill be the only Means 
To make us happy bath againſt our Wills ; 
We'll moan, well figh, we'll weep; we'll all but love—— 
Inſtead ot loving, pity one another. 
Dian. And who can tell but Pity may at laſt, 
By gentle, ſoft Degrees, grow up to Love. 
Pier. Come, let's away then, finee they'll have it ſo; 
Meet theſe glad Rites to all Mankind bur us, 
Where the malicious Charm ſhall join our Curſes, 
And not our Perſons, but our Woes together : 
Then turn us looſe, like two Condemn'd, lone Wretches ; 
Baniſht from Earth, no Creature but our ſelves, - JW 20 
In an old Bark on wide and Defart Seas, MF 
In Storms by Night and Day, unſeen by all, 
| G 2 


CU _CIEA ESO 7 eat 


4.2 LOA Le La el 


' Unpity's, 


0 05 


ae TE. ” 


Fs 


2 A na@n An 27 


= ww 
n- a4 $- 


VERTVUE Betrayd: Or, 
| Unpity'd toſt, not one dear Morfel with us 
' To caſe our Hunger, nor one drop of Drink 
To quench our-raging/Thirſt, and which is worſe, 
Without one jot of Rigging, Sail, or Steer to guide us, 
Dian. Forgive, me, Heav'n! Forgive me all my Scx, [Afide. 
That ever lov'd; or ere was ſcorn'd like me ! 
Tho-cis my Fate tor ever to be hated, 
Tho we arc doom'd to dwell, like wandring Wretches, 
In worle than what his worſt of Sorrow paints ; 
Yet I muſt love him, and refolve to Marry him ; 
And now I challenge all the wondring World, 
And more admiring Angels, it they can, 
To find who molt 1s to be: pity'd, He 


. 


Or I—Quick, let us launch then with a Courage, [70 Piercy, 
Since 'tis our King aad Cruel Parents Wills. 
Pier. And give a rare Example to the Marry 'd, 
Of Conſtancy : For that which ſevers them, 
Poſſeſſion of their pall'd and loath'd Enjoyments, 
Our faithful Woes ſhall join our Lives the faſter. 


Dian. And having each of us ſo mean a Stock 
Of love, I in your Breaſt, and you in mine g 
We need not fear that Thieves ſhould come to rob us. 
Pier. Nor Jealouſie to part us. 
Dian, Well then, Piercy : 
When our expeCted Sentence is perform'd, 
Where ſhall we take our welcome Baniſhment 2 
Pier. To the World's End 1. Far from all fruitful Grounds, 
From Corn, and VVine, or any wanton Spring ; 
In ſome dead Soil, ſo barren and fo curſt, 
Where neither loathſom Weeds, nor Thiſtles grow. 
Diax. Or ſome deep Cave, where Winds are all ſo ſtill, 
And Beaſts ſo far remote, that we ſhall hear 
No Howls, nor Groans, but what we make our ſelves. 
Pierc, No : on ſome dreadful Rock we'll chuſe to lye; 
Whoſe diſmal Top ſeems faſten'd tothe Skye ; 
Thence we can look on all the World below, 
So full of Vanity, ſo full of Woe! 
And ſometimes on the Wrack-devouring Seas, 
The Emblem of our preſeat Miſeries : 


ANNA BULLEN. 


Sigh for the Creatures, think the Storms we ſee 
Our Cruel Parents, and the Wretches We. 
Dian. Or waſte our Days in wandring to and fro, 
And make our Lives one Harmony of Woe. 
Pier. 'Till Heav'n ſhall rain down pity on us 
Dia. No, 
We'll not be pity'd. Pity's half a Cure ; 
That will bring Comfort, w hich we'll ne're endure. 
Pier. O my Virago Partner.” + -- —_— 
Dian. Nay, I dare You. 
Pier. Then here we'll take an Oath, and with mw 
Let's ſtrike a League with Woe, adieu to Bliſs ! 
And now I challenge the All-ſeeing Sun, 
From his proud Proſpect, his high Seat at Noon ; 
'Mongſt all the Wonders of the World, to ſpy 
A Couple halt fo kind as thee and I; 
Or all the Matches that ere Love decreed, 
If ever Man and Wife ſo well agree'd. 
Love oft-times flies from Miſery and Pain ; 
But we reſolve the cloſer to remain. 
What though we Wed in Hatred, we may mend; 
We but begin where others ſurely end; 
And each of you that Marry firſt for love, 


VVe are but ſooner, what at laſt you'll prove. [Ex. Ambe. 


The End of the Third Aſk. 
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ACT IV. SCENEL 


Enter Blunt with Letters, Rochford. 


Blunt. Y Lord, you act the cunning Lover well, 
Paint a rare Paſſion under all. Diſzuiſes : 
Yet oh! I wiſh this Art had not been learat, 
But NaeWin you, and true Love the Teacher ; 
yilf prize and hoard your Letters fafe, 
As I would fragrant Flowers within my Boſom. 
Roch, O my prodigious and exalted Soul, 
And my more precions Stars ! I bleſs you all. 
Is there a Man 'mong(t all your Favourites, 
So rich, ſo happy, and ſo lov'd as I! | 
' Methinks, for my dear Anna Buller's ſake, 
If poſſible, I love you better now, 
Since I dare call you by the Name of Siſter. 
Blunt. And I much more now I can call you Brother. 
Roch. O my too weighty Joys ! Immortal State ! 
And more Immortal Love / 
Blunt. No more: I'le chide you. 
This is too great, too violent to laſt 
Hold / give your Paſſion Breath, leave ſome for next, 
And love not all your VVifhes out at once 
» Where is the Queen ? 
Roch. I left her diſcontent. 
Blunt. Why, where is Piercy > Has ſhe ſeen him yet ? 
Roch, Seen him ſhe has: but would not ſpeak to him. 
Blunt. Not ſpeak to him / Oh Cruel; moſt Inhumane / 
Had ſhe but ſeen him in that ſtate as I did, 
She would have ſpoke to him, and dy'd for him. 
Roch. Alas! Her Cruelty drew Pity from 
Her Eyes and Mine, 
Blunt. Would ſhe not ſpeak t him then ! 
Rech. No; not a word : but quite o're-came her Pity, 


And went away refolv'd ne're more to ſee him. 
Blunt. The Reaſon. 


ANNA BULLEN. 


Roch. She'd not tell But I moſt doubt 
Her ſcrupulous Virtue is the Cauſe, 

Blunt. Impollible! 

Virtue can never lodge with Cruelty. 

What ſtain were it to th' whitelt Innocence 2 
What Crime in the ievereſt Virtue once, 

[n her Condition, but to hear him ſpeak > 
Come! ſhe muſt fee nm ——-- :- -- - -- ---. 

Roch. Would my Lite, and Fortune, 

Nay, all my Rights of Love, and Hopes in th*:, 
Could purchafe her Conſent to ſeem him once, 
Pardon the Sallies of moſt mighty Friendſhip, 
So well I with him, I would Rnd all. 

Blunt. Go tell, as from your ſelf, the ſad condition 
Her horrid Cruelty has brought him to. 
Within this hour he enter'd my Apartment, 

Not like the Great, the Brave, and Charming Pzercy, 
Whoſe Perſon none cou'd fee without adoring: 
But like a dreadtul Ghoſt, or horrid Shadow, 

Far worſe than what dead, melancholly Midnight, 
To frighted Man, ere painted in a Dream ; 

The Evil Genius of his Family 

Ne're look'd fo mad, nor threaten'd half the Woe, 
As he did to himlelt. 

Roch. Unbappy Percy. 

Blunt. At fell his fahe was pointed to the Earth, 
Then with a Groan,. charg'd with a Volley of Sighs, . 
He lifted up his fatal Eyes on me, which I 
Could ſcarce behold with mine, they were ſo full 
Of pitying Tears 
Then ran into ſuch bitter, ſad Complaints 
Againſt our Sexes loath'd Inconſtancy, 
That I was forc'd to chide him 

Roch. Oh, no more / 

It wakes my drowſie Conſcience from its reſt, 
And ſtabs it with a Guulr. 

Blunt.. But then at laſt 
From Railings into Bleſſings ſtreight he fell, 

And on his Knees beſeech'd me that I'd plead, 
And beg the Queen, but once to ſee her Pzercy ; 
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48  _VERTUE Betrayd: Or, 
Which I, rack'd with Compaſſion, promis'd him, 
Alas! I fear more than I can periorm: 
This aid, I riſe, and Piercy tollow'd me; 
Therefore I charge you, by the Power of Friendſhip, 
By Pzercy's Woes, and all the Love you owe 
To me! go andprevail that he may ſee her : 
He faid that you had vow'd to bring't to pals. 
Roch. Tle do it inſtantly ; and it ſhe will not, 
Vle bear her Body in theſe Arms by Force ; 
Her mind, Im ſure, is willing to be with him. 
Blunt. She's coming ſtreight this way ; go quickly you, 
(The miſerable Wretch is yct Cithonry 
And give him notice, now'sthe time to ſpeak t'her, 
Then itreight return to hold her in Diſcourſe 
Till Piercy comes. 
Roch, Sokind and pitiful ! 
May all thy Cruel Sex be bleſt for thee, * [Ex.Rock. 
Blunt, So——this has prov'd a lucky Tale, and now 
This rare Intelligence goes to my Woolſey, 
Who'l ſend th' Alarm to the watchful King, 
Streight to ſurprize him with his Wife, like Jaſon, 
Juſt ſtealing of his Golden Fleece awa 
She comes, the comes, this Player-Queen ; but know, 
This is the laſt proud ACt of all thy thow ; 
This is a Bait, kind Stars, if you'l not frown, 
With which Ile take Revenge, or catch a Crown: 
And when fl has got her Heav'n, and I my Aim; 
Who then dares tell me that I was to blame ! 
For who contemns a proſp'rous Wickedneſs, 
Or thinks that ill, that's Sainted with Succeſs, [Ex, Blunt. 


Enter Queen with a Letter. 


Queen. What ſhall I do! where teach my trembling Feet 
Their way ! wasever Virtue ſtorm'd like mine ! 
Within, without, I am haunted all alike; 
Without tormented with a jealous King, 
Within, my Fears ſuggeſt a thouſand Plagues, 
Bid me remember 1njur'd Piercys Wrongs, 
And brand me with the Name of Cruel to him; 
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Then on a ſudden a more dreadful thoughr 
Upbraids me with a Guile ; 

And tells me, that kind Pity 1s a Sin. 
Witneſs, and blame not me, y Immortal Powers! 
When you expoſe two diff 'rent Paths, one Good, 
The other bad, and tell not which to take: * 
If to obey you is my Aim, juſt Heav'n! * 
'Tis not my fault it I ſhou'd chule the wrong, 


lM J 


Ir.” ' , -—_ £4 . 


Fnter Rochford. 


Roch. Siſter! moſt Royal, Merciful, and Fair, * 
And beſt belov'd of Heav'n, and all Mankind, ; 
Let your dear Brother make it his Requeſt, H 
Thus on his Knees, as Deities are Charm'd, ; k 
That you would hear th' unhappy Piercy ſpeak, $3 
This once, and but this once-——Pzercy's without ; : ES 
Shall my beſt Friend take but his laſt Farewell? 6 
Grant it, or never more let Rochford fee you. J'Þ 
(ween. Oh Brother ! plead no more, 'tis all in vain 
Do not betray thy Sifter to a Guilt, 
And ſtain the Cryſtal Virtue of a Soul, 
Which ſtill ſhe holds far dearer than a Crown ; 
Seek not, by Vile Enchantments, to deſtroy 
That Innocence whuch yet is all my Force, 
All the Detence poor Bu/lew has againſt 
A jealous Husband, Cruel Foes, and worſe, 
Againſt the Malice of Inveterate Hell. 
Roch. What Danger can there be 2? what Guilt in you? 
To hear the Wretched and the Injur'd pray 2 
Come; for you will, you ſhall, you muſt now hear him. 
uveen, No more! no more. There's yet a ſubtler Orator 
Than you, or Pity, pleads for Pierey here, 
Here in my firm couragious Soul, and ſtronger 
Than Father, Mother, or ten thouſand Brothers, 
Yet I can that deny. 
Roch. What ſhall I tell him» 
Queen. Tell him, weare undone; I muſt not fee him ; 
And what's far worſe, the King is jealous ; tell him 
I love him——Tell him what is falſe, I hate him ; R 
H Jay 


Say any thing ; but let me not behold him ; 


'* | For oh! my Weakneſs he ſo fierce aſſaults, 


'Iwill ſpoil——'Twill wrack my Condut——See, he comes, 


Enter Piercy. 


Moſt Cruel Piercy ! Cruel Brother rather 
Help—Take, and:bear me ſwiftly from the Danger. 
Rech. Caſt but one Look, and you mult needs relent. 
Queen. What ſhall I do? which Paſlage ſhall I chuſe > [ 4/de. 
Arm me, kind Heav'n! againſt my Foe of Pity. | 
Pier. Still, ſtill ſhe turns, and hides her theactitous Eyes — 
Ivr poſlible that ſhe can feel Remorſe - 
Or Pity after all? O no; ſhe loves too well 
The fatal Cauſe that purchas'd all this Pomp — 
Stay, Anna Bullen / Stay ; my __ Perhaps 
It is. expected I ſhould call you Queen: | 
Behold your Hatred 
(zen, Fly, good Piercy, fly : 
There's Nets preparing for your lite and mine 
There's nought but Snares and Quick-ſands where we tread, 
Untathom'd Pits hid under painted Grounds 
Where vaſt Deſtruction watches to devour us : 
Farewell 
Pier. Hear me but firſt, and ſhew thy Face, 
Thy falte, diſſembling Beauties 
Many when wrackt have been by. Dolphins born, 
' . And ſafely landed on the welcome Shore: - 
And inthe Foreſts, nay, the-Monſters Dens, 
The.Paſſenger, half ſtary'd for want of Fovd, 
Has by-the Lyons oft: been ſpar'd and. fed : 
But Cruel Bu/len, Cruel Beauty kills 
All whom it Fetrers, moſt '&n whom it Smiles. 
Nor can the Elements, nor $entler Brutes, 
Teach. Woman, to be pitiful or. good.. 
Queen. Now, now juſt Heay'n! y'are ſhowring all your Plagues . 
At once upon my Head, and I will bear 'em; 
Lear 'emdike one of you, andbleſs the Weight ; 
Hear-my ſet falſe upbraided, call'd moſt perjur'd, 
Deceittu!,. apd the;Moniter of my Sex; 


4 pode Egn.1, (who, you. Revengeful Powers aboye. Know,). 


— — 


ANNA BULLEN. 


Know,) love this Cruel Chider to a Fault! 
Ah Piercy, Piercy Fly ; for life begone ; 
Each Minute that you ſtay brings Death to both. 
Pier. Ah, hold! If not for Love, for Pity ſtay. 
And if no juſt Complaint can pierce your hearing, 
Then Bleſlings ſhall: Ten thouſand Bleſſings on you, 
If you will hear the Curſt of Mankind ſpeak. 
Roch. Now, Siſter, heard you that ! By Heav'n it melts me. 
Sure I'm turn'd all the Woman, you the Man: --- 
Queen. Give me your hand, kind Brother, and ſupport me; 
Help, for I ſtagger with the treble Weight 
Ot Grief, Deſpair, and Pity ! 
My Senſesall are charm'd, and Feet faſt ty'd 
To this Inchanted Floor—— Quick, or I'm loſt. 
Pier. Yet turn; it there's one jot of Pity in you; 
If Piercy &re was worth one Thought, I charge you, 
By the lov'd Name of Anna Bullen, (tay 
What then, will nothing move? O 1nexorable ! 
No not a Look! not Percy worth one Look! 
Yet, Rochford, hold | Cantt thou too be ſo Cruel ! 
Fell and obdurate both ! 
Is there no hope ? but will you; will youthen 
one ? 
Queen. Fly, Brother, e're it be too late, 
For ſhou'd I liſten but a Moment more, 
The ſtrength of Hercules were not enough 
Todraw me hence, ſo unruly is my Body, 
And my unwilling Soul fo loth to part. 
Pier, Then with my Knees, thus taſtning to the ground 
[Piercy tnee/s upon her Robe, 
Your Robe, and thus with my extended Arms / 
Vie force and charm you, 'till y'have heard my laſt 
Complaint : And then torbear to pity it you can. 
Queen, Why doit thou hold? Why do I hold my ſelf > 
Pier. Ten thouſand Curſes light upon her Soul 
In Hell; and worſe, what mine on Earth endures, 
That firſt taught Woman Falſchood— 
If for a Crown ſhe's falſe! Oh may that Crown 
Sit loathſom on her Forehead as her Crimes, 
May Adders neſt within th? Ambitious Round, 
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22 VERTUE Betrayd : Or, 
And into Stings the fatal Ermins turn. 
When dead, may all the Miferies ſhe feels 
Be through the World recorded as a Mark 
For faithtul Lovers to beware, and ne're 
Be nam'd without a Curſe. 
_ Queen. Ah Cruel Piercy / | 
Pier. But for my Queen, let Heav'n and Angels guard her ; 
Her I except from any bitter Fate : 
Let Anna Bullen's Breaſt be ne're diſturb'd, 
Nor Soul upbraided with the Wrongs of Piercy: 
And oh, kind Heav'n! it there be any Sorrow 
(As ſure none Cre can be) ordain'd for her, 
Falſe as ſhe is, I beg that at may fall ou 
Oaly on wretched Piercy's Head —— May Hers 
' Be all the Pleaſure (till, and mine the Pain. Vw 
Nucen. O' Gods! abdurate Heav'ns 1 Cruel Honourf {.4/:dc. 
And yet more Cruel Vertue, hear and fee ! 
Pier. And when ſhall for ever be recluſe, 
As now I go to part with all Mankind, 
Twill bemy Joy, ſometimes to think of you, 
And make me live, perhaps, one Day the longer, 
| When in my Melancholy Cell, I hear 
That the Crown flouriſhes on Buller's Head. 
' * Rueen, Ha! I'm orewhelnd, the Sluces all arc broke, { 4. 
| And Pity, like a Torrent, pours me down; 
- Now Iam drowning, all within's a Deluge ; 
Wiſdom nor Strength can ſtem the Tide no more, 
| And Nature in my Sex ne're felt the like 
| Help Rochford, &'re I'm rooted to this Earth. 
Away, away | the leaſt word more undoes me. 
Pier. Yet turn one Look upon me, e're you go. 
Queen. There, take it, with my life, perhaps the purchaſe— 
| Take that too, Percy, thou haſt been betray'd. [Gives bem 2 
Learn there th'unhappy Bu/ler's Fate----Farewell. Letter, 
 _ Pier. Yet ſtay----the Soul ne're parted with ſuch pangs, 
From the pale DooT' as you fly from me, 
Queen. Percy adieu-=--I caftenogl will---I muſt 


| No more. | [ExQy; and Roch, 
| Pier. What, never ſee you more! She's gone, 
, She's gone, more lov'd and beautiful than ever : 


a 


ANNA BULLEN. 


And now methought, juſt as ſhe parted from me, 
She ſhot a Look quite through my gory Heart, 
And left it Gaſping, Dying, and Deſpairing —— 
What's here, a Letter ! and the CharaQter 

That I ſooft have been acquainted with ? 

If thefe Erernal Kiſles give me leave, 

I'le break it open with as great a Joy, 

ASI had leapdinto our Marriage-Bed, 

And rifled all the Sweets and Pleafures there—— --- 
What's this I read ! 


Reads. 


By Wicked Woolſey, Harry, and our Par. 1's 
[ wos betray d, and forc'd to Wed the King : 
Who intercepted all thy Letters, Swearing 
With Sacramental Oaths, that the wert falſe, 
And Marry 'd Firſt Picrcy adeu, and Credit me, 
And that I lowu'd thee better than my Life. 
Burn this raſh Paper, left the Fiends diſcloſe it. 
BU LL EN. 


She's Innocent ! Oh ! you Immortal Powers ! 
She's Innocent ! And then ſhe loves me ſti}l. 
Sound, ſound my Joy, till my Exalted Soul 
Is wound up to th' extreamett pitch of BS: 
Let Piercy never aſter tis be fad 
Yet hold What dawn of Comtort can'lt thou ſpy 
In this Oh none This Gioworm-Spark, 
Tiis Glimps.of Hope is vanitht, and I'm letr 

In deeper Darkneſs, Horrour and Deſpair, 

Than e're I was before 
Oh A»:a Bullen! Curlt in being true ! 
And I more Curlſt in knowing 1t too late. 


Re-enter Queen and Rochford. 


Ha ſhe returns The mourning Angel comes | 
Again ! Sure Heav'n's in Love with both our Miferies, 


They look with fuch a Pomp and Train 1nme ; 
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; 54. VERTUVUE Betray'd : Or, 
And are fo beautiful in her ! 
Queen, Well, Brother, | 
And thou far ſtronger and Immortal Pity, 
And more Immortal Love, y*' have brought me back... 
Ve have. What! what will you do with me now 2 
Roch. Could any thing on Earth! Tyger, or Panther, 
Much leſs a Creature form'd by Heav'n like It : 
Could you, I fay, refrain at ſuch an Object ! 
At the laſt Words of the unhappy Wretch, 
And not forbear to balm him o're in Tears, 
Or elſe but hear him ſpeak ! 
Queen, Now I'm inclos'd again ! 
The Combat now grows fierce and ſtrong, and oh ! 
How weak an Armour Reſolution is, 
Againſt our Pallions, or the Man beloy'd: 
Virtue and Honour, hence be proud no more, 
Nor brag of your Dominion o're Mankind; 
Leſt Love, moſt fatal Love, too ſoon ſhould tell you, 
And make you feel, h' has mightier Chains than you. 
See where he is Look Heav'n with tender Eyes; 
Give Council to my juſt deſpairing Soul, 
And tell me, Pity is no Sin Ah Piercy! 
Pier. My Charming Queen ! my Ama Bullen once ! 
Am I ſo Bleſt, and yet fo wretched too, 
As what is written here contains; and tell me ! 
May I believe that you can love me ſtil] 
Queen, Oh Piercy! Piercy! urge me not to tell you 
What Heav'ns hafleriey will not permir, 
Nor force me tofeclare 
What the Eternal Sees already written 
| In too broad Characters within my Breaſt ; 
How large, how deep thy Story's graven here, 
And what I dare not, never muſt unfold 
Oh / I have ſaid too much. 
Pier. What! ſaid too much ! 
Can you repent of one kind thought of Piercy ? 
. . Andfpirefully call back your tender Mercy | 
Nay, worſe; Can you behold the almoſt Naked, 
And ſtarv'd beſeeching Wretch, and ſtrive to pull 
The totter'd Remnants from his quivering Joints, 


ANNA BULLEN. 
And daſh the Pitcher from the ons y Lips 
Of one juſt ready to expire with Thirſt - 
Oh Cruel Queen ! For Anna Bullex would nor, 
She would not, would nor uſe her Piercy thus. 

Queen. Ceaſe, ceale ſuch ſounds 
And turn thy fad, reſittleſs Eyes away ; 
For if I once behold thoſe Tears, and hear 
Thy juſt Coinplaints, I can no longer hold, 
But break I rauit through all the bonds of Virtue. 
Nay, ſtood the Jealous Harry by © © © 
With all his Guards of Devils, Wooſfey's, Cardinals ; 
In ſpight of all, in ſpight of more my felt 
I mult both ſee, hear thee, and ſpeak to thee, 
And pity thee. Now are ru ſarisfied 2 

Pier. It is enough, bright Daughter of the Sky : 
Y" have conquer'd me, my Deity, you have 
Here on my Knces, bur yet at diſtance too, 
The Poſture ot a Soul in Extacy, 
I beg a thouſand Pardons ct my Queen. 
A Look, a Sigh, or Tear, from Anna Bullen, 
Is far mofe worth than all the trifling Wrongs 
Nay, than the Lite and very Soul of Percy. 


Queen. Help me juſt Heav'n, who ſees how I'm beſieged, 


And what a weak Reſiftleſs Wretchl am ! 
Why d' ye impoſe on usſo hard a Task 
On poor Mankind, ſo teeble and fo frail, 
Making us here Comillioners of Virtue, 
Yet put by Drams and Scruples in the Ballance, 
To Counter-poiſe and weigh down Fleſh and Blood. 
How weaks my Will to draw my Bedy hence ; 
And oh! how loath my Eyes are to depart, 
But wittr for ever to be faſten'd on thee, 
And look one Look to vaſt Eternity ; 
Y et we muſt part, Ah, Percy ! part for ever 
Pier. Ah fay not ſo! muſt we fo ſoon, my Queen ! 
Is then this Moments Blifs fo Criminal, 
That it mult forfeit all my precious Hopes 
Ot an Aſfurance once to meet again! 
Qu2en. My mind now bodes to me, that 'tis our laſt: 
Yet | muſt bid thee go: There is no Joy tor us; 
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| &6 VR h s gDelrayac Us, 
"\F$ | TheWorlds a Deluge all to thee and me——— 
' There is no reſt, my Piercy, in this World, 
. +. No Sanctuary tolay the weary Head 
=» Ot the undone, th' unpitty'd, and betray'd. 
- Farewell: There's ſomewhat riſes o're my Soul, 
And covers it as with a fatal Cloud 
 OfHorror, Death, and Fear. It cannot be ; 
The Sting of parting cannotdo all this ; 
Farewell, farewell. 
\ Pier, Stay ; mult we part for ever? 
What never ! never meet again ! 

Queen, Never till we are Clay, and then perhaps, 
Neglected as we were in Life, thrown out in Death, 
Some Charitable Man may be ſo kind, 

To give our poor forſaken Bodies Burial, 
Laying 'em both together in one Bed 
Of Earth. 
Hah !thetimes come / my Fatal Doom's at Hand ! 
Three Drops of Blood falls from her Noſe, 
and ſtains ber Handkeg chief. 
Behold, the Heav'ns in Chara&ers of Blood, 
In three inevitable Drops, 
Have ſeal'd it, and decreed that it is now ! 
Ah Piercy! fly, and leave me here alone 
To ſtem this mighty Torrent of my Fate. 
Begone, while I have Life to bid thee go : 
For now Death ops my Tongue [ She Sweowe «. 

Pier, My Lor 
She Faints—— My Life ! my Anna Bullen ſtay ; 

Or your Commands ſhall Fetter me no more; _ 

But break I will through all the Bars of Diſtance, 
And catch thee thus, thus hold thee in my Armes 
Rochford | Oh help to call her back again. 

Hold, ſtop thy flight ; thou precious Air return ! 
Far richer than that rare Immaculate Breath, 

Which Natures God breath'd in the firſt of Mankind ! 

Roch. Wake Siſter, wake / behold, no dangers nigh ! 

Queen, Ah Piercy | Now I wake, with Courage now 
To meet my Fate; and fee where it approaches. 


ANNA BULLEN. 


Enter Cardinal, Northumberland, aud Guard. 


Pier. Ha! Woeslſey, and my Father with the Guards ! 
Card. My Lord, e're we diſcover our Commillion, 
Pray, let your Son be parted from the Queen, + | 
Leſt the wrong'd King ſhould ſee him in his Rage, 
And Execute his worſt of Fury on him. 
North. Son ! tho' you have commirted, in the Eourt, 
The greateſt Crime, againſt your Royal Maſter, 
That ere a Subject can be guilty of ; 
Yet in reſpect of theſe Gray Hairs and Tears, 
He has been pelas'd to ſpare your forteit Lite: 
Therefore begone : A Minutes ſtay is fatal 
Guards, force him, it he goes not willingly, 
And carry him ſtreight, by Barge, ro S«fo{t- Houſe 
Without Reply. 
Pier. Obediently Ile go, 
If you will promiſe me that you have nought 
Againft the Sacred Perſon of the Queen, 
And will not touch her : For 'tis greater Sacriledge; 
Then 'tis to hurt an Angel, cou'd it be, 
She is ſo Innocent, ſo Chaſt, and Pure. 
Elſe I'm reſolv'd to ftand, no Rock fo firm ! 
Fixt like the Center to the Maſſey Globe. 
You ſhould as ſoon remove ſtrong Hercules, 
With his Hands graſping both the Poles of Heaven; 
As force me from this Footing, where ſtand, 
And ſee the Queen but threatned, or in danger. 


Card. My Lord, on both our Honours, the Queens Perſon 


Shall be Inviolate and Sacred always ; 
Nor know we ought againſt her—bur the King 
Is coming ſtreight to viſit her, as/kindly 
As he was wont : Therefore you muſt| begone——- 
We have no orher Reaſon, but your ſafety. 

Pier. I fear ! for ah what Truth can come trom thee ? 
Thou ſpeak'ſt but at the Second Hand from Hell-——- 
Kind Sir, May I believe what Wooey ſays? 


Card. Confirm it, good my Lord, or you'l delay. 


North. 'Tis true, what the great Cardinal has told you. 
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—_ YVERTUE Betrayd : Or, 
| Quren. Go, Piercy ; and miſtruſt not more than I; 
Begone, if have Power left to Command; 
Leavem: to [n19:ence, an Heav'n that will nor 
Permit a Sqult hat never did any ill, 
To fear it. 
Pier. Then Vie go———But oh Juſt Heav'n ! 
And all you Angels, Cherubins, and Thrones : 
All you bright Guards to the moſt High Imperial, 
You kindelt,' gentleſt, mildeſt Planets, 
You leſſer Stars, you fair Innumerable, 
And all you bright [Inhabitants above, 
Prote&t the Sacred Perſon of the Queen ; ; 
And ſhed your baletullit Venom on their Heads, 
That think to ſtain a Whiteneſs like your ſelves. 
Farewel| 
Queen. Farewell / 
Card. John Viſcount Rochford, by the King's Command, 
W' Arreſt you here, of Capital, High Treaſon. 
Queen. Hear Heav'n! my Brother taln into the Snare ! 
Card. And *tis his Pleaſure, that you ſtreigiht be ſent 
Cloſe Priſoner to the Tower, with the Lord Norr;s, 
Whois ſuſpected with you! ro be:Guilry 5 
Of the ſame hainous Crime. ' Guards! Seize his Perſon. 
Roch. Baſe Villain! Tray tor! Woo//cy | Say, for what? 
' Queen. No matter, Let a Woman teach thee Courage: 
| Ne're ask for what, fince tis his wife/Decree 
Aboyg who gave us with a liberal 'Hangd; . 11 es | 
'Andfate us on the higheſt Spoke of Greatneſs, fo}; 
| No longer than he-pleas'd to call us down- 
Well, Whoſe turn'snext? "Come, dart your worl, my Lords, 
And meet a temper'd Breaſt, thar knows to bear. 
By my bright Hopes, :y 'are-more afraidchan 14 - - | 
| did expect you would begihwithane !- - © + ifmo09 2! 
Card, Moſt Royal Madam, Oh!-I wiſh the King 
| Had choſen ſome leſs unwilling than our ſelves, 
. . To Execute this molt deteſted: 142 IS 
In Witneſs of it, -0n our Knees, with Tears : 1: { Ameels. 
 AndSorrow, we ourſad Commultiontell - F 
It is the Kings moſt fatal Pleaſure roo, | 
Tiiat'you be ſent. a Priſoncr to the Tower, 


: + % 


[Ex. Piercy. 


ANNA- BULLEN. 


' And thence, immediately-to both your Tryals. 

Roch. Tryal! oh her wrong'd Innocence! for what ? 
Queen. No more, Dear Brother ; let us both fubmir, 

And give Heav'n Thanks, and our moſt Graeious King ; 

For I'm not ſo preſumptuous of my Virtue ; 

But think, Dear _ that both you and I 

Have once committed, inour erring Lives, 

Something, for which we juſtly merrit Death, 

Though not, perhaps, the Thing. we are acculed of. 


Emter the King in a "Ys with Letters in his Fland. At- 
tendants and Guards. | 


Card. The King is here ! 
(2ueen. Then he is Mercitul. 
King. Where is this Woman ! this moſt abhorr'd of Wives! 
This Scandal to her Sex, my Crown and Lite ! 
What by your Minion 2 oh good Natur'd Husband ? 
Down on your Knees, and thank me for the favour 
See hereare Letters faln into my Hands, 
Where your dear Brother fays he has enjoy'd you. 
[Gives the Letters to the Queen 
Ohrthou more Damn'd, and more Infatiate far, 
Than Mefalint, She was Chaſil, to thee. 
Her, halt the Men and Slaves of Rome, 
Could ſatisfy ; but thou, not all Mankind, 
With Husband, Brother, Kindred in the Number. [She gives 
Queen.On Heav'nly Pow'rs ! oh Guard of Innocence ! ["em Roch. 
What do I fee and hear! O Sacred Sir! 
You took me to your Royal Bed, a Hand-maid, 
The moſt unworthy of the mighty Favour ; 
_ Oh throw me into Dungeons 1treight; or take 
| Away my Life, that ne're offended you: 
Take all, in Recompence, from Anna Bullen / 
'Tis yours; But donotRob me of my Fame, 
Nor ſtain my Virtue with fo foul a Guilt. 
Roch. What's here? my Amorous Letters ſent toBlunt! 
Has ſhebetray'd me !- 0 
King. | will hear nomorg—— [To the (ueey. 
F 2 * "RE 


= OO bn GG 


59 


IAG >. "* 43 4 
> of LES 


60 VERTUE Betrayd: Or, 
Roch. Ah Royal Sir, theſe Letters I confeſs 
King. Damn thy hot Luſtful Breath ; thy Poyſonous Tongue! 
Here, take 'em hence, to Tortures, Racks,' to Death.” 
Quzen. O Sir! Iam eepary tor any Death ; | 
For worſe than Death, athouſand, thouſand Torments ; 
Andif you think''em all not pain-enough, 
Here, take Advice of Wooſſey; Heel initrud&t you; 
Tell you, how you may plague this hated Bady ; 
But do not think that I'm fo loath'd a Creature. 
King. Quick ; Take away thy Hands, or I will force thee— 
Queen. Y ou ſhall not, cannot, till I've Swora the Truth: 
For, by th' unſpotted Babe wathun the Womb, 
'That yet lies wrapt in Innocence, unborn ; 
By injur'd Truth, by Souls of Martyr'd Saints, 
By you, my Lord, my Husband, and my King ! 
And by the King of Kings, the King of Heav'n, 
'F'm wrong'd / Ah Royal, gracious Sir, I'm wrong d. 
King. Unhand me; or Ie ſpurn thee from thy hold 
Seize, 1eize on Piercy—By. my Life, who begs [T7o the Guards. 
. Tn his Behalt's a Traytor, worſe than he [To North. who 
Here is another Letter too, it is from Norris, kneels. 
' Who much Commends your darling, ſecret Beauties, 
And ſweetneſs of your Lips; Yet you are wrong'd /—— 
Here's Notes of your Muſician too, that Charm'd you. 
| Eternal Hell! where's ſuch another Monſter e 
' I have more Horns than any Forreſt yields, 
' Than Finsbury, or all the City Muſters 
| Upon a Training, or a Lord Mayors-Day. 
Riſe/ and Begon, thou Fiend, thou Sorcereſs ; | 
Thy Power, thy Charms, Iike Witch-craft, all have left thee. 
Go you inceſtuous Twins, make hafte and mingle 
Your foul, Adulterate Blood in Death t 
| Oh, they 're too long aſunder. Why, doit Weep / 
Goto thy .Death, and what's a greater pain, 
_ | May Heav'n, like me, ſee all thoſe Tears in-vain. 
| [Ex. King, Attendants, 
' Roch. Ah Siſter / what dire Fiends muſt punith Rochford : 
; 'What will become of me, the Cauſe of all ? 
Nucen. Fear not. Heav'n knows thy Innocence, and mine / 
Lon nano oo {|| 
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Tis to reward our Souls above, and with 

Immortal Reſtitution Crown '*em there——- 

We two liv'd in one Mother's ſpotleſs Womb ; 

And then we ſcarce had purer Thoughts than now! 

And ſhortly we ſhall meet together in 

One Grave. | 

Roch. O ſay not ſo: Death dare not'be ſo-Cruel. 
Queen. Ceaſe Brother, ceaſe ; ſay not a word in anſwer; 

But lead me, like a Valiant Man, to Chains. 

Cone, let's prepare——But firſt my Pomp adieu ! 

[Anceds, ſay 

From Heav'n I did my Crown and Lite receive, 

And back to Heav'n both Crown and Lite I'le give ; 

And thus, in humble poiture, 'lay it down 


With greater Joy than firit I pur it on. {Riſes- 


And now I tread more light, and ſee from tar 

A Beamy Crown, each Diamond a Scar. 

But oh, you Royal Martyrs! ceaſe a while 

Your Crying Blood, that elſe muſt curſe this Iſle; 

-Of the Imperial ask it with my Pray; 

For you are ſtill the neareſt Angels there : 

Then Richard, Edwards, Henry, all make room, 

The firſt of flaughter'd Exg/i/b Queens I come ; 

Let me amongſt your. glorious, happy Train, 

Free from this _ World, and Traitors Reign. [Ex. Ambo, 


© 


The End of the Fourth Att. 


lays down her Crewn, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter Cardinal and Blunt ſeverally. 


Card. F Uckieft of Omens! do I meet my Funxo / 
| My Fair, Illuſtrious Partner in Revenge / 
Come, tell the News that your glad Eyes proclaim: 
Speak, by thy Looks, I know it mult be well. 
\ Ts ſhe Condemn'd 2 Shall Rome be Abſolute 2 
| Shall P"oo/fey Reign, and ſhall my Blune be Queen 2 
Blunt.” Tis as thou ſay'ſt, moſt mighty of thy Function ; 
Greateſt that e're adorn'd this: Robe; it 1s. 
Theſe Eyes ſaw the bright £»g/# Sun Eclips'd, 
' And what is more, Eclips'd by.Thee and Me, 
Caſt by her aweful Judges from her Height, | 
' Guilty and ſham'd, as Lucifer from Heav'n, 
' "And forc'd to beg it, as the mildelſt Sentence, 
-' To loſe her Head. 
Card. Then there's an end of Buller. 
Blunt. And what to ſee, gave me the greater Joy ; 
Thoſe Letters countertfeited by the Fool 
Her Brother, were the ſtrongeſt Proofs again(t her ; 
S0 the ſame Papers which by your Advice 
I got convey'd into her Cabinet, 
Were the ſubſtantiall'#t Circumſtances found 
For which ſhe dies. | 
Card. O Juſt and Sacred Rage, 
Revenge! Thou greateſt Deity on Earth / 
And Woman's Wit the greatelt of thy Council. 
_ Blunt. We ought to veil before your Prieſtly Robe; 
My Crown of Wir ſhall ne'reſtand Candidate 
With yours; and yet I dare be bold to fay, 
This I, and Malice would have done alone, 
© Without the mighty Aid of Woo/ey's Brain. 
' {2 "Cafe. Then nothing's to be done by Fate, nor Weoofſey, © 
'- _ But take the vanquiſht Crown from Bu/lex's Head, 
&nd place it ſuddenly on yours. 
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ANNA BULLEN. 
Blunt. For which, 
My gracious Woolſey, I will fo reward you. 


Enter to them Piercy. ; 


Pier. Blackneſs Eternal cover all the World / 
Infernal Darkneſs, ſuch as Zg ypr felt, 
When the Great Patriarch curs'd the fatted Land, _. 
And with a Word extinguiſhe all the light. 
Blunt. See, Piercy's here! more mad than weare joyful: 
Does't not make young the Blood about thy hearr, 
T' ſee that our Revenge not ſingly hits, 
But, like a Chain-ſhot carries all before it ? 
Card. Let us avoid him you intend to ſee 
The Queen receive her Death: Bur I, to hide 
The Pleaſure that perhaps the ſight would give me, 
Will paſs this Day at E/her, like a Mourner, k 
Pier. Behold, Ls Sun ſhines ſUll ; inſtead of Darknels, 7 
Yon Azure Blue's unſpeckled with a Cloud ; | 
The Face of Heav'n ſmiles on her as a Bride, 
The Day, the Sun fits mounted on his Chariot, 
- And darts his ſpightful Beams in ſcorn of Pity ; 
'Bates not a-jot of the Tlaftrious Pomp, 
He thould have ſurniſh'd on her Wedding-Day : 
Heav'n looks like Heav'n ſtill, Nature as 'twas, 
Men, Beaſts, and Devils; evcry thing thar lives, 
Contpires, as pleas d at Anna Bulley's Fall. 
Behold, juſt Powers! the Curſes of the Land / 
Stay you | Amphibious Monſters, Prieſt, and Devil [7s the Card. 
And Strumpet, it it can be, worſe than both! and Blunt. 
- You far more dreadful Pair than thoſe that firſt 
Betray'd poor caſte+ Man; and all Mankind : 
Thou fatal Woman Thou / and Serpent Thou! - 
By whoſe ſole Malice (oh that Heav'n ſhould let it / ) 
A greater Innocence this Day is fallen, 
Than ever bleſt the Walks of Paradiſe. 
ard. My Lord, I ſhalb acquaint the King with: his,” 
| thoſe juſt Lords the Judges of her Caule, 0 
1 your baſe Malice wrong>—Bur Fm above it 
Farewell [Ex; Card: wT 
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| And both behav'd themſelves like Gallant Men 


 Andhave no other Tongue, butt 


But oh/ whar'sdeſtin'd in the blackeſt Pir 


VERTUE Betrayd: Or, 
Pier. Bold Traytors / Hell-hounds ! hear me firſt ; 

Stay you infeQtious Dragons , do you flye / 

Does Anna Bullen's Chaſtity and Virtue, 
Wrig in this Angry Fore-head, make you ſtart——[ Excunt, 


Enter -Diana to him. 


What, the fair, wrong'd Diana's Face in Tears / 
Can Anna Bullew's Miſeries Attract 
The nobleſt of Compaſſion, Pity from 
A Rivals Breaſt / thou Wonder of thy Sex / 
How far more Wretched mak'ſt thou Piercy (till, 
WhenT behold how muchthou doſt deſerve, 
AndI, fo very little have to pay ! | 
Dian, What Rocky-heart could have refrain'd from Pity, 
To ſee the Sight that I did / any thing, 
But Man, moſt Cruel Mankind, would have griev'd ; 
Degas and Panthers would have weptto ſee her; 
And her baſe Judges, had they not been Men, 
Would have bemoan'd her like departing Babes, 
Pier. Is Rochford too Condemnd ? 
Dan. Alas / heis 
Rochford and Norris both, receiv'd their Sentence, 


But for the Queen / Ah Pzercy, ſuch bright Courage, 
No thought can Diftate, nor no Tongue Relate, 
When ſhe was tax'd with that unnatural Crime, 
Adultery with her Brother z ('Tis a Sin 


' Thatere it ſhould be nam'd.) Ac firſt the ſtarted, 


And ſoon an Innocent, not Guilty, Red 
Adorn'd her Face, and Sainted it with Tears z / 
But ſtreight conceiving it a Fault, ſhe Smil'd, 
Wip'd off the Drops; andcbid the Bluſh away. 
Pier. When I am-Dead, may ws a Tale be bleſt, 
ine, totell it. 

. Diaz. Then with the meekneſs of a Saint ſhe ſtood ; 
With ſuch amazing Oratory dazled,  : |... | 
And like the Sungdarted quite through her Judges, / , 
And ſham'd their Guilt, that none durſt look upon her- ., 7 


PE. 


ANNA BULLEN. 


Of Hell ; what Innocence can n'ere withſtand. 
What ere the faid, that Angels cou'd not finer, 
And ſhew'd a Soul, no Cryſtal nigh fo clear ; 
Tho' all —_— to be the Plot of Devils; 
Yet was ſhe guilty found, and, oh, ſad Piercy / 
( May all Eyes weep at it, like thine and mine) 
Condemn'd to loſe her Head. 
Pier. Hell gare not think it. / | 7 © 
Dian. The Cruel Duke of Norfo/k, her Relation, 
As Steward for the Day, pronounc'd the Sentence. 
Pier. And my hard hearted Father too was there, 
Dia. My Lord! What faid you 2 your hard hearted Father 2 
Oh blotted let it be trom all Records, 
And never bein England's Annals read, 
What I'm about to tell you. Her own Father, 
The Earl of /#/;/r/hire, fate amongſt her Judges. 
Pier. O Monſter damn'd ! than Cruel 7;:ax worſe, 
That eat up his own Iſſac as he got e'm. 
Dia. Behold, the King ! All Knees, are bent, all Hands, 
All good mens Eyes litt up to Heav'n and him, 
Tobeg the Life of Her that glads the World. 
Pier. Make uſe of all thy Womans art to win him; 
Let all Petition him that ſhare her Blood, 
Matrons, Wives, Virgins, all the charming Sex. 
Dia. Do you withdraw. You but incenſe the King—— 
Iv'e yeta fott Experiment totry, 
Shall pierce his ſtubborn Nature to the Quick. 
Pier. That Angel, tart inſpir'd with proſper thee. [ Exeuxt. 


Enter King and Attendants. 


King. "Piercy did I not charge he ſhould be ſeiz'd ? 


[ To the Guards who goout to ſeize Piercy. 


Now by the ſacred Crown of Eng/znds Monarchs, 


Let none entreat me upon pain of Death ? [ To Petitioners. 


What's here 2 a Liſt of baſe Peritioners, 
| orris Life / Hell and Confuſion ſeize 'em 
>1 not like a Rock againſt the Seas, 
Mountain 'gainſt the Winds ſtood thus unſhaken, 
'd all Englands Prayers, and Tears of Angels ? 
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| VERTUE Betrayd: Or, 
Nay more, this heart, that pleads with martal pangs 


For my dear Anna Builes's lifez And thall [ 
Pardon a Slave before I would my Queen ? 


Enter Northumberland, who tneels. 


King. Why doſt kneel - 
| No 7th I mer my 50n this moſt unlucky moment, 
's Juſt as the Guards were ready to obey, 
| And Execute your tatal orders on him, 
” Who in deſpair, or rather 1n- obedience, 
Making a taint reſemblance to retilt ; 
F AS they were {triving to put by his Sword, 
S tHeonaſudden oper'd wide his Arms, 

S 'And on his Breaſt received a wiltul wound. 
E872 / I kneel with humble Prayer's, that his Diſaſter 
.:. pe -would mitigate your preſent and juſt Fury, 

- # And grant my Son his treedom, rill his hurt 
f 4 Is cur'd, which 1s not mortal. 
A Filng. Be 1t lo. 


Enter Diana, leading, in the Toung Princeſs Elizabeth, with Women. 


Dian. Pardon: this bold Intrufionin your Preſence. 
> Your Daughter Sir, this little Princeſs here, 
Poſſeſt with Womans Rage, and far above 
The little ſparkling Reafon of a Child, . 
Scream'd for her Father ; Where's my Father, faid ſhe; 
And as we brought her to you, ſtill the cry'd, 
Unleſs ſhe ſaw her Father, ſhe wou'd die. 
King. What wouldſt thou have, my little Berry, ſay - 
Child. But will youpromiſe me that you not frown, . 
Andcry aloud, Hough 2 and then indeed [le tell you. 
King. I do. Come, Let me take thee in My ArMS— 
Child. No: but Ile kneel : for I muſt be a Beggar, 
And1 have learn't, that all who beg of you, 
Mult do it kneeling, 
North. Prettieſt nnocence ! 


NS? well mon, what. . is't my. little prdaler, ſay'? 


ANNA BULLEN. 


Child. I'm told that ſtreight my Mother is todie, 
Yet I have heard you fay, you lov'd herdearly : 
And will you let her die, and medietoo > © E.- 

King. She mult die, Child ; There is no harm indeath ; : 
Beſides the Law has ſaid it, and She muſt. 

Child. Muſt! is the Law agreater King than you? 

King. O yes. Butdo not cry my pretty Betty : 

For the'l be happier when the's dead, and go 
To Heaven. - 
Child. Nay, I'm fure ſhee'l go to Heav'n.” 

Xing. How art thou ſure ? 

Child. Some body told me fo 
Laſt night when I was in my ſleep. 

King. Who was it - 

Child. A fine Old man, like my Godfather Cranmer. 

Card. Ay | there's the Egg that hatcht this Cockatrice. 

Chi/d. Pray Father, what s that huge, tall, Bloody man 2 
I n'ere ſaw him but once 1nall my lite, 

And then he trighted me. He looks tor all | 
The World, julf like the Picture of the Pope. | 
King. Why, don't you love the Pope ? | 


i, 
. 


Child. No indeed don't I, 2 
Nor never will. Tt 
King. Ay, but you muſt my Dear ; 6 1 


He is a fine old man too, if you ſaw him. 
Card Go y are 2 little Heretick. 
Child. A Herertick ! = 

Pray Father, what does that bold Fellow call me ? v2 

What's that 2 L 
King. Why, that's One that forſakes the right, 

And turns toa new, wrong Religion. 

Child, Then I'm no Heretick : For I ne're turn'd 

In all my life. Bur you forget your Child. 

Dear Father, will you fave my Mother's life? , 

Xing. You mult not call me Father : For they ſay, 

Y'are not my Daughter. 

Child. Who's am I then? 

Who told you ſo 2 That ugly old, bald Prieſt 

tells untruth. I'm ſure you are my Father ? 

— Ang. How art? 
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* Child; Cauſe I love none fo well as you 
But oh you'l never hcar me what I have toſay, 
As long 2s He, that Devil there, ſtands by 
Your Elbow. 
King. Ha! what Devil - 
Chiid, That Red Thing there, 
Kinz. Oh Child; He is no Devil, he's a Cardinal. 
Child. Why does he wear that huge, long Coat then? 
Unleſs it be to hide is Cloven Feet, 
Card. Sir, all's deſign'd by Cranmer tor the Queen, 
Ot whom Slras learnt this Leſſon like a Paror. 
King. Take her away. I were a Fool indeed, 
I; Womens Tears, and Childrens idle Prattle, | 
Should change my fixt Relolves, and cheat iny Juſtice ——— 
Away with her. 
Child. Oh, but they dare not : 
Father, will you not let your Betty kils you? 
Why do you: let 'em pull me from you o 
I ne're did anger you : 
Pray fave my Mother, Dear King-Father do; 
And if you hate her, we will promiſe both, 
1hat ſhe and I will go a great, huge way, 
And never ſee you more. 
King. Unlooſe her ; hough / 
Hence with her ſtraight: 1 will not hear her pratec 
Another word. Go, yare a naughty Girl. 
Child. Well, I'm refolv'd when I am grown a Woman, 
Fle be reveng'd, and cry, Hough, too. 
[ Ex. Diana, Princeſs, Women. 
Xing. Ha! Spirit ! 
Mount all the Draw-Bridges, and guard the Gares, 
Then-bring the Priſoners torth to Execution : 
Norris, and Rochford firſt, and then the Queen : 
My Lord Northumberland, be it your Task ; 
Diſpatch my Orders ſtraight, and fetch the Traytors ——— 
What's this that gives my Soul a ſudden Twitch ? 
And bids me not proceed. Ha! is't Compaſlion ! 
Shall Pity ever fond the Brealt. of Zarry | 
"Tis but a ſlip of Nature, and Fle on; 
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Think on thy Wrongs; th: Wrongs her Lut has done thee, 
And ſwezp away this loarit'd [nc ltu5u3, Brood, 
As Hzav'n would diivea Plagu: tro of the Land : 
Think thou ſhalt hive ray S-y n9- in thy Arms, 
Who thall reftoce thy 125 with double Charms : 
And tho' my Bu//-a fers tas Nigat, and dies, 
s eymor, next Morn, lik2 a new Sun ſhall rife, 
[ Ex. King, Attendants. 

; North. Wi than unwilling Heart, I ta ke this Oince. 
Ani Heav'n, if Aunr Bulfn "+{nnocear, EE, 
Forgive me, fince it is my King's Conmand. 
My Brealt 1s [1d, an] dens tor hzr, all; 
Tho' Percy ne're canrile, but by her Fall=——— 


Enter to him Rochtord, Licutenant, and Guards. 


Roch. Wilt not be granted, that I here may ſee 
My vSiltererel dye, to part with her ? 
Lieut, There is my Lord Northumberland, hel tell you. 
Roch. My Lord, y'are come to fee a wretched Pair 
Of Ormonds [Tus leave this fatal World. 
Shail we not meet, and take our laſt Farewell 
North. Norris, my Lord, is now upon the Scaffold. 
Then your turn tollows; but betore that time, 
I gueſs the Queen will be prepar'd, and come. 
Roch. Forgive me, Heav'n, my Paſſion, and my Crime, 
For Natures choice of a wrong, fatal Object, 
Loving too well, what in effect was 1ll. 
O all you ftrict Idolaters of Beauty ! 
You fad ſevere Adorers of that Sex, 
Who think that all their Vices cannot Center 
In one vile Womans Breaſt; ſee, and repent ! 
Behold 'em all together 
In the Infernal B/u#7, in Her they're fix'd. 
Thus have they all been Curſt, and thus they all. 
Have been betray'd, that loy'd fo wellas 1. 


Enter: 
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VERTUE Betrayd: Or, 


Enter Queen  GoNg to Execution all in White : Diana, 
0 


men in Mourning ; Guard. 


Queen. Come, where are thoſe muſt lead me to my Fate 2 
To a more Glorious, Happy Marriage-Bed, 

And my Eternal Coronation Day 
What, Piercy's Father / mult he do the- Office ? 
Still I can bear it all, and bear it bravely. 

North. Madam / it 1s the Kings fevere Command, 
That I attend your Majeſty to th' Scafiold. 

Queen. Enough, my Lord, you might have ſpar'd that Title - 
Alas! I with it ever had been ſpar'd 
I ſhould havebeen, it Malice had not reign'd, 

Your Ptercy's Wite, the Scope of my Ambition : 
I ne're had then been mounted to a Throne; 
Then this unhappy hour had never been, 

Roch. Mind this you Rocky World, and mourn in Chaos. 
Such Words as theſe the Heay'ns mult weep to hear, 

And make yon Marble Roof ditloive in Tears. 

uren. What / do you Weep? ro ſee your Miſtreſs Glory ! 
Thar the ſhall ſtreight wipe off rhe Stain on Earth 

She bears, with an unfported Fame in Heay'n ? 

* Tcharge you, by my hopes, and by your hopes, 
When you are gaing where I foon ſhall go; 

By the Iiluftrions Pomp T long to meet, 

The Sacred, Juſt Rewards ot injur'd Truth; 
Acquaint this Nobie Lord, and att here preſent, 

If ere you ſaw in all my Nights, or Days, 

_ Or in my looſer Hours of Mirth or Humour, 
The ſmalleſt ſign of that moſt horrid Guilt 

That I'm condemn'd' for !z—— Why, are you all dumb - 
If you are loth to tell it whilſt I ve, 

Proclaim it when I'm dead, toall the World, 
That Heav*n may bar the Gates of Bliſs againit me, 
And throw me to the blackeſt of Hells Dungeons, 


4: Be = Where all Difſemblers at their Death ſhall howl. 


J- + Themſelves more Innocent for Death than you. 


2» Q@aren. Whatdoſt thou weep, unhappy Brother too ! 


om. Alas! moſt Gracious Miſtreſs, none can wiſh 


L 


ANNA BULLEN. 
Oh ſhew me nor ſuſpe&ted, nor thy (elf 
So Guilty, by ſucl lottnefs——— Learn of me! 
This Brealt that's perrity'd by coaſtane Woes ! 
By all my Wrongs, m' Injuſtice, and my Cauſe, 
Who ſees me weep, they thall be tears of Joy. 
Who grieves to leave the World, fhall never come 
Where I ain gang, where all forrow's banitlyd. 
Roch. Thy Tt am innocent, my Fate is not; 
'Tis that has been unjult to thee and me. © 
uoen. Tho' 'tisa Common, 'tis a fatal fign, 
We weep when weare born : but it was 
More ominous, and much more facal prov'd, 
From theſe prophetick Eyes there gutht a ſhower, 
When /7.r7y gave his Faithleſs hand to me ; ® 
And on my Coronation day the like, 'F 
My bodeing Heart another Tribure rack'd, | 
Merthou: oft there fate a Mountain on my Head. 
The Curles of w rong'd Katherine weigh'd me down; 
And made my Crown indeed a Maſley Crown. 
Roch. Deny me nor a little tender Griet, 
For every drop ot Blood that's to be thed, 
Ot that ine{tunable Maſs of thine, 
My Soul mult rack a thouſand years in Hell. 
x:en. Forbear ſuch words You havenot injur'd me ! 
I might as well tax Providence, as you: 
For Heav'n, that heard the Perjury of Villains, 
Might, if it pleas'd, have chok'd 'em with its Thunder, 
Or tent 'em with a Lightning blaſt ro Hel! ! 
But he has bent their Rage another way, [One whiſpers North, 
And on their Malice we thall fately mount, "IN 
As on a Cherubin ro Heay'n. + 
North, My Lord, l | : 
You mult prepare ; a Meſlenger is come, | 
Who brings the News that Norris is beheaded, 
u2ex. Alas! unhappy Norris! art thou dead 2 
Yet why do I ſo much wrong to pity thee 2 
» Thou'rt happier by fome moments now thanT. 
& Roch. Com?! lead meto my reſt, my reſt trom wrongs. 
Now, 4: Bullen, reach meall thy Courage ; 
Thy L[naocence, that makes the Heavy: "n5amaz'd: 
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 VERTUE. Betrayd; Or, 
And the more guilty Angels bluſh toſee. . 
Help me to paſs this Rubicon of Parting, | 
This mid-way Gulph that hangs twixr Earth and Sky ! 
Then that bleſt Region, all beyond is mine, | 
And Cz/ar was not halt fo great as I. 
Queen. Go! be a lucky Harbinger for me ; 
Tell all the Saints, and Cherubins, and Martyrs, 
Tell all the Wrong'd, that now are righted there, 
Till it thall reach the high, /mperia/ Ear, 
That Anna Bullen 1s a coming (treight. 
Roch, Wilt not embrace thy dying Brother fir(t - 
One Father and one Mother gave us irth ; 
And one Chaſt, Innocent Natures Bed inclos'd us 
Theſe are our Parents Arms, and fo are thine. 
Then all you Saints above, and Men Lelow, 
Rear Wirnehs, and | vow ut on my Death, 
It is the greateſt, firit, and only favour 
I Ere recuv'd from Auv4 Baie + Porion, 
{Qnren. In tpite of Scandal, Malive, and the World ; 
Nay, Were tiw Rang and « ir vie Pu gry ”n ; 
Sines Hoxy n is farrety dt 14 200 5u' ; 


That I attend your Majeſty to th' Scatlold, 
(2veen. Enough, my Lord, you might have ſpar'd that Title : 
Alas! I with it ever had been ſpar 
I thould have been, it Malice had not re1gn'd, 
Your Prercy's Wite, the Scope of my Ambition : 
I ne're had then been mounted to a Throne : 
4 GET TS UNLAppy HOU Lieu 1 as Libdt, 
Rach. Mind this you Rocky World, and monrn in Chaos 
Such Words as thele the Heav'ns mult! weep to hear, 
And make von Marble Root ditioive|in 1 cars 
ren. What / do you Werp+ ro ter your Miſtreſs Glory | 
Thar the ſhall ſtreight wipe off rhe Stain on Earth : 
She bears, with an unfported Fame in |Heav'n ? 
| charge you, by my —_— and by your hopes, 
When you arc gaing where I foon ſhall g0; 
By the Mluftrious Pomp | long to meet, 
The Sacred, Juſt Rewards ot injur'd| Truth; 
Acquaint this Noble Lord, and all here preient, 


Tere you ſaw in all my Nights, or Days, 


Or in my looſer Hours of Mirth or Humour, 

The ſmalleſt ſign of that moſt horrid Guilt 

That I'm condemn'd for !——Why, are you att dumb - 
If you are Joth to tell it whilſt I live, | _ 

Proclaim it when I'm dead, toall the World, 

That Heav'n may bar the Gates of Bliſs againit me, 


 "Andthrow me to the blackeſt of Hells ungeons, 


4cen, What doſt 
BY - 


+2. © Where all Diſſemblers at their Death ſhall howl. 
” fo a. Hom, Alas! moſt Gracious Miſtreſs, none can wiſh 
=. Themſelves more Innocent for Death than you. 
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thou weep, unhappy Brother too ! 
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I need not fear theſe Eyes ſhould fee you dye. OR 7 | 
Fore're that time, juſt griet ſhall-ſtrike me dead ; 
Or Torrents of theſe Tears will make me blind. 

Queen. Come, lift herto my Arms, and let me kiſs her, 
For'tis the laſt kind Office you will do me. 
Now let me preſs thy little Coral- Lips 
With my dead pale ones now ! and oh let me 
Infuſe ſome of thy Mothers lateſt Breath, 
In Bleſſings onthy tender, blooming Soul——— 
What's this that rempts me with a Mothers Fondneſs / 
Tobreak my Reſolution, and upbraids me, 
That 1 muſt leave thee toa Father's Rage, 
And yet more cruel Enemies to both - 
Leave thee a Lamb, 'mongſt Wolves ; for all who ve been 
Thy Mothers Focs will certainty be thine. 

Dim. Tygers, nor Devils ' or what's more inhumane ; 
Envy of Mankind cannot be fo Curſt. 

(ls 11%. See, fee Diana! by my Wron gs it werps, 
Weeps like a thing of Senfc, and nota Child ; 


| the one wel! underftood in CGirict ; the Tears | 
Drop ſenſibly in order down its Cheeks ; 
« — | towns its pretty Speceh in thoughttul Sorrow | 


j BD... 


__ 
We weep waen weare born : | but ut Va» 
More ominous, and muci more taral prov, 
From thele prophetick Eyes |there ouſhe a ſhower, 
When /Z.:'7) giVe Ws kaircnlets hand to me; 

Ang on my COronarion aay re ike, 

My boacing Heart anotner I ribute rack qd, 


Merhougiit Lacy ins, Mountain on my Head. 
[he Curiles of wrong d Faurbirore wenghd me down ;; 
And made my Crown imdectl a Maflty Crown. 
Roch, Denv me not a hittle render Greet, 
FOrcereryv al 1” 01 [400d tilat s to be ſhed, 
(} that indi unable Mis of thine. 
My Soul muit rack a thouſand years in Hell. 
2u7en, torbear tuci words————Y ou havenot injur me ! 
| might as well tax Providence, as you : 
For Heav'n, that heard the Perjury of Villains, 
Might, it it plexs'd, have caokd 'em with its Thunder, 
Or tent 'em with a Lightning blaſt ro Hell ! 
But he has bent their Rage another way, [One whiſpers North, 
And on their Malice we thall ately mount, 
As on a Cherubin ro Heav'n. 


North. My Lord, |; 
You mult prepare ; a Meſlenger is come, ; 
Who brings the News that Norris is beheaded. | 


Quzex. Alas! unhappy Norris! art thou dead 2 


Yet why dol fo much wrongto pity thee 2 
+ Thou'rt happier by fome moiments now thanT. | 
+ Roch. Com?! lead meto my reſt, my reſt from wrongs.: 
ow, 414 Bullex, reach me all thy Courage ; 
Thy Lanocence, that makes the Heav?nsamaz'd : - 
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_ 72 - VERTUE: Betrayd: Or, 
">. And the more guilty Angels bluſh to ſee. 
-— = - Help meto paſs this Rubicon of Parting, 
This mid-way Gulph that hangs twixr Earth and Sky ! 
Then that bleſt Region, all beyond is mine, 
And Ceſar was not halt ſo great as I. 
Qneen. Go! bea lucky Harbinger for me ; 
Tell all the Saints, and Cherubins, and Martyrs, 
Tell all the Wrong'd, that now are righted there, 
Till it ſhall reach the high, /mperia/ Ear, 
That Anna Bullen is a coming ſtreight. 
Roch. Wilt not embrace thy dying Brother firſt 2 
One Father and one Mother gave us Birth ; 
And one Chaſt, Innocent Natures Bed inclos'd us 
Theſe are our Parents Arms, and fo are thine. 
Then all you Saints above, and Men telow, 
Bear Witneſs, and I vow it on my Death, 
| TItis the greateſt, firſt, and only favour 
I ere recciv'd from Anna Bullen's Perſon, 
Qzeen. In ſpite of Scandal, Malice, and the World; 
Nay, were the Kingand our vile Juclges by, | 
Since Heav'nis ſatisty'dit 15no vin; 
I will embrace thee, think I've in my Arms, 
Both Father, Mother, Sitter, Brother, all ; 
And Envy cannot blame me now for this. + 
Roch. Thus, let thy Soul into my Boſom fly ; 
That I may feel the ſtroke of Death for thee ; 
And whea the fatal Ax hargs o're thy Head, 
O may it lull Thee, and not ſtrike thee dead ; 
Solter than Infants Dreams, or with leſs pain, 
Than 'tis to fleep, or to te born again [ Ex. Roch. to Fx- 
(uueen. So, this is paſt and vanquithr ! but behold ecution. 
A greater yet Now I begin to dread 


Enter Diana, with the young Princeſs, and Women. 


Ah kind Diana, wonderful and good! 

The pity that thou thew'ſt thy dying Friend, 
{© This fittleone, I hope, will live to pay. 

2 Dian. AhRoyal Miſtreſs ! England's falling Star / ug 
= Delt Pattern that ere Earth recev'd from Heav'n——— 
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ANNA BULLEN _ ©” 
I need not fear theſe Eyes ſhould fee yau dye. ) 
Fore're that time, juſt grief ſhall ſtrike me dead ; 
Or Torrents of theſe Tears will make me blind. 

Queen. Come, lift herto my Arms, and let me kiſs her, 
For'tis the laſt kind Office you will do me. 

Now let me preſs thy little Coral- Lips 

With my dead pale ones now ! and oh let me 

Infuſe ſome of thy Mothers lateſt Breath, 
In Bleſſings on thy tender, blooming Soul! 
Whar's this that rempts me with a Mothers Fondneſs / 
Tobreak my Reſolution, and upbraids me, 

That I muſt leave thee toa Father's Rage, 

And yet more cruel Enemies to both - 

Leave thee a Lamb, 'mongſt Wolves ; for all who've been 
Thy Mothers Foes will certainly be thine. 

Dian. Tygers, nor Devils/ or what's more inhumane ; 
Envy of Mankind cannot be fo Curſt. 

(2ucen. See, lee Diana! by my Wron gs it weeps, 

Weeps like a thing of Senſe, and nota Child ; 

Like one well underſtood in Grief; the Tears 

Drop ſenſtbly in order down its Cheeks ; 

And drowns its pretty Speech in thoughtful Sorrow. 
Nothing could ſhoot Infe&tion through my Breaſt, - 

But this; and this has done it / 
Why weeps my Child? Ah, what zQleſftion's that / 

. Behold / how't {trives, and betwixt Tears and Throbs, 
If it could form a Language, it would ſpeak. 

Queen, Stfivenot for Words, my Child ; theſe little drops 
Are tar more Eloquent than Speech can be 
Be pitiful, my Lord ; and thou, my kind 
Diana, ever taithful to thy Queen; | 
When I amdead, as ſhortly I thall be, 

Take this poor Babe, and carry't tothe King ; 
Its Lips juſt pregnant with its Mother's Fondaeſs, 
Perhaps he'l take her then intohis Arms ; 

And tho' the favour were to me deny; 
Steal there a Kiſs of mine. | 
Say, 'tis the laſt Requett of Anna Buller 

North, Remove the litrle Princefs © © 
Toher Apartment, where we ey will come. 
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nd waig on her, as is the Queen's Command. 
\ Queev. Yet let me hold her but a moment longer, 
And with this Kiſs, that now muſt be my laſt, 
Unlock a Secret, which Hcav'n dictates'to me. 
If ere there isa Light that does tranſcend 
Dark, humane Knowledge in the Breaſt of Man, 
Fate to foreſee, there is a Light at Death, 
And that now bids me ſpeak. Thou, little Child, 
>, Shalt live toſee thy Mother's Wrongs o're-paid 
= In many bletiingsonthy Womans State. 
Q From this dark Calumny, in which I ſet, 
AsSin a Cloud ; thou, like a Stor, thalrc riſe, 
Andawe the Southern Worla: That holy Tyraat, 
Who binds all Exrope with the Yoak of Conſcience, 
Holding his Feet upon the Necks of Kings ; 
Thou ſhalt deftroy, and quite-unlooſe his Bonds, 
And lay the Monſter tremblingat thy Feet, 
' When this ſhall come to paſs, the World ſhall ſee 
- Thy Mothers Innocence reviv'd'1g thee, 
> [Ex. Women with the Princeſs Eliz:. 
North. Madam! with greater pain to me than Racks, 
I'm forc'd to.let you know your Brother's dead: 
'E& And that, alas / youmulſtprepare. 
ECL Queen. My Lord / 
- > Tehank you, ,you-miſtake your noble Office ; 
— Iris the Voice of Angels to wrong'd Martyrs; 
The found of Cherubs trumpetting from Heav'n 
D&S > CEE 
- {- Tveheardit faid, amongſt our many Ends, y 
'-* Beheading 1s the mildeſt Death of any. 
* HKFitbeſo; I thank my Gracious Lord: 
For I was never us'd to pain——How ſay you? 
North. We cannot wiſh you-leſfs, ſince y'are to dyc.. 
And if the Heads-man do as he's commanded. , 
"Twill be no more, than'tis to drop aſleep. 
Queen. My Lord, T've but a little Neck; 
Therefore I hope he'l not repeat his Blow ;. 
Put do it, like an Artiſt, at one ſtroke. n 
North, There isno fear: He has particular Order. 
een... Then letme go; Heav'nchides my fond delay ——— 
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ANNA BULLE 


Ampoingto dye; I both forgive, and bleſs him, 
And _ him as my kindeſt Benefactor 
Firſt from an be! Maid he lifred me 
To Honour ; then he took me to his Bed, 
The higheſt State that I could be on Earth; 
And now, as if he thought he ne're could do 
Enough for me, has mounted me to Heav'n 
North. Mr. Lieutenant on, and lead the way. 
Queen, It "tis noSin to Skip « one moment now 
Of what belongs to Heav'n ; let me remember-- 
Poor Prercy once—-Here, take this Innocent Kils, 
A Token to you both 'Tis thine and his 
Farewel/ Diana. Farewell to youall. 
Dian. A long farewell toall our SexesGlory:. 
Queen. Weep not for me ; bur hear my dying Seatence. 
Any that ſhall hereatter fall like me. 
Falſly accus'dby wicked Men and Traytors ; 
Tho' in this World yare great, in Virtue ſtrong ; 
Never Blaſpheme, and fay that Heav'n does wrong ; 
Nor think an undeſerved Deathis hard; 
For Innocence is ſtill its own Reward. 
And when th' Almighty makes a Saint, ſometimes 
He atsby Contraries, and Villains Crimes, 
Whilſt thus, their Malice always cheated is, 
And leads us but the nearcſt way to Bliſs. 
[ Exit Queen to Execution, with Northumberland a»d Guards, 


Frter Piercy alone. 


Pier. I dread the horrid deed is done, or now 
Adoing, elſe whar means this ſudden Gloom 
Clad orethe Morning Sky, and all Mankind: 
Ail pais w ith Horror by; wirh trighted Looks 6 Voice - 
Li tu; to Ecry'n, who fees and hears nrvain g-: 
Then itake che: melancholy heads like Time: 
A general Conſternation ſeizesal,him nods going TH 
As ii the Univerial Empreſs ofthe World. :: 29 8937 ] 
Nature it ſelf, were fled with Anna Bullen——o ts 
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=" Enter a Gentleman with a Hanckerchief ftain'd with the (Queens 
: Blood. 


Haſt thou beheld this great Eclipſe of Virtue - 
Speak, is the Queen Beheaded > Halt thou done 
As Icommanded ? | | 

Gent. Sir, when the fatal blow I ſaw perform'd, 
Swift asa Whirlewind, through the Crowd I ruiſh't, 
And, as the Blood from their rich V eſlels drain'd, 
This Linnen with the Sacred Crimſon ſlain'd. 

Pier. Giv't me! and leave me to my ſelf a moment. 
Now Sacred Drops, now Heavenly Near, firſt 
. Fle kifs, thenpledge you with a Dying Thuſt 
What's this! I feel my Soul beat at my Wound, 
And bid me to remember now's the time ; 
Now to let out Lite's Navigable Stream, 
And mix it with this moſt Celeſtial Flood, 
Thus, as kind Rivers to their Ocean run. 
Firſt le deſcend by juſt degrees to Earth, 
Thus on my Knees, and wing my Soul to Heaven, +[Fncets 
Where Anna Buller waits her Piercy's coming ; 
And with this Bloody Sign the Pow'rs umplore, 
Like a poor Wretch, Ship-wrackt on ſome Lone-ſhoar, 
Who ſpies a Sail far off, waves 'em his Hand 
To come, and.waft. him from the Barren Land. 


Enter Diana. 


Behold the good Diava—— By thoſe Tears, 
Something of horror 'tisthou haſt to fay. 

Dian. Alas / my'Eord; whathave you'done? 
'Your Wound doesibleed afeſh / [P- 
Your Þooksarealrerd.7 'allthoſe Maſculine Beautics, 
Lhatſhone in your Hluftrious Face, and made 
The nobleſt brave Epitory'of Mankind, 
Are vaniſht on aſudden, and.yowhtng' 
Likea-pale Carcaſs on-mvy trembling Arms —— 
. . Hah/ letmerumandicallfor-helps-— le ſerch 
| Your Father, fetch the King, Quick, I:t me go 
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=] where. O' Bear me toſome horrid Delart rather, .. 


_— 


| FT need no Sword, no Poiſon, nor no Pain. 
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ANNA BULLEN. 


Where naught but Tygers, Wolves, and Panthers breed, 
They are more merciful than King or Parent. 
I fee, like the wrong'd Patriarch, a deſire 
To do ſome fatal Miſchief with my End. 
Stand by me; and Correct me with thy Virtue, 
Eiſe I ſhall loſe the Dury of a Son, 
And Subje& ; do a raſhnels to be fam 4 for, 
Pull down a Show'r of Curſes on the Heads 
Of this Philitim-King, and Cruel Father. 

Diav. Still, till your looks grow Pater, and your ſtrength 
Decays ! Oh let me call fomehelp. Who's there? 
+ Prer. Griet, like a ſubtile Limbeck, by degrees, 
With till Difluſion quite diſſolves my heart, 
And iteals by drops my Blood and Spirits away. 
But firſt Draxa, Tie be juſt to thee 
I doubt if I have ſtrength ro rife again 

[ She raiſes him npon his Knees. 

My Father made me Vow to be your Husband ; 
If I here die I kneel that you'd forgive me; 


Bur if I live, PFle keep my Promile to you. 5 
Dian. You Faint, you Sink, you Die ; ſome Creature help— * 
Pier. Go, ſtrive to Lave the Water of the Sea, 0 

And Quench the burning Za, 'ris ia vain, 4 


And ſo are F{culapius Remedies to me wu 
Look, ee'ſt thou this, as long as I have this, | 

[ Shews the Handkerchief.. 
This here, to waft me o're Deaths dreadful Main, 


Dian. What's thatI ſee? Your Blood 2 Your vital Blood } 

Pier. Yes! Ofa Heart far Dearer than my own. 
Now, now my Blood, my Crowd of Spirits, all 
Ruth to behold, and with their Standard. fall. 

Dian. Why ſtand I here, like Marble made of Woe, 
And run not for the Cure of both our Lives? Fg 
For {hou'd I ſtay, I ſhall betray my Love "ME: 
In dying with him. [ Exit Diana Running. 

Pier. Thus when the Generous Lyon tees the Blood | 
Of his once Royal Maſter ſhed like this ; i: 
Taking the Lawn, ſain'd\with Imperial Gore, xl 
At firſt he Frowas, and then begins to Roar.. 4 


Laſhes: 


>=” Laſhes his Sides; his Fiery Eye-balls rolls, 


© , The Trunkleſs Head with dartingEyes| 

- > _ Making a motion with its Lips ab 

-— Ai they meant t'upbraid her Cur Treaſon. 
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and with his awful Voice Revenge he calls ; 

Till finding no Relief, at length He's mute, 

And Weeps, Tears falling from the Kingly Bruite ; ( 
Then gently on it, as his Death-bed lies, | : 
And with a Groan, breaks his ſtout Heart, and Dies. [Dies. 


Enter Northumberland, and Gentlemen. 


Gentl. He's dead | Alas, He's dead! Ware come too late ! 

* North. Here let me fix till my Gray-Hairs ſhalkgot, \ 
Or turn to Snakes, to Plague this Aged Head; P& 3 
And never more be lookt on to upbraid me! 
This is a Puniſhment for what my Eyes 
Unpitying ſaw ; and now I feel, dear Percy, 
Thy Father's Curſes on-his own Head turn, 
And thou art bleſt, and I alas, forlorn. 


ſ.- 


Enter King, Lords, Attendants, avd Guards. 


* King. Whom mourn'ſt thou over 2 Whoſe dead Bodys that ? 
North. *Tis Piercy's: You and all good Men ſhou'd weep, 
For you have loſt a faithful Queen, and I a Son. 
Xing. Thy Tongue's too bold! Are all the Traitors dead 2 
North. Norris, and Rochford, and th'unhappy Queen, 
Were all Beheaded in one Fatal Hour ; 
Yet all the Traitors are not dead. 
King. What mean'ſt thou ? 
Say |! Who has ſcap'd? 
North. The Haughty Blunt, deckt with 
Her proudeſt Ornaments of Gold and Jewels, 
Came to behold their Ends upon the Scaffold, 
And faw'em with a Helliſh Cruelty; 
Fill A»1a Bullen's Head lopp'd from her Body ; 
The brighteſt Ornament of that Perſon fell 
Upon that wretched Womans Knees, as She 
* Was ſitting to behold the rap Tght | | 
g Eyes beheld her, 
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* ANNA BULLEN. 


When ſtreight the dreadful Accident fo ſtruck her, 
Swift as a Hind the gave a leap, and with ' 
A ſudden fhriek, ſhe ſtarted into Madneſs, 
So fierce, that juſt and ſpeedy Death muſt follow ; 
Then uttering ſtrange, and horrid Guilty Speeches, 
In her diſtra{tion ſhe accus'd her ſelf, 
And Wooley : Talktthe Queen was Innocent ; 
Saying, the Letters found. within her Cloſet 
Were 1alſe, and placd by them to ruine Her : 
For which her Cruel Ghoſt, ſhe ſaid, did haunt her. 
King. Where is the Traitor Woolſey ? 
Nerth, Fled to E/ber. 
King. Goyou in Perſon, and ſecure the Villain ! 
Many toul Cauſes claim his forfeit Lite , 
But it I find him Guilty in the leaſt, 
Ota Contrivance with this Curſed Woman ; 
( Though the Queen-juſtly merited her End) 
['le Rack his Soul out witha thouſand Tortures. 


-» 


North, *'Twill be ſome joy to my Revenge and Piercy's. +, 
King. For thy Sons Deathy thy King ſhall be a Mournegg 
Now Heav'n vouchſafe to Pardon till this time, 0 - 
What | by Sycophants Advice have done, 
I will be Abſolute, and Reign alone: 
For where's a Stateſman fam'd for juſt and wiſe ; 
_ But makes our Fatlings, ſtill, hisaim to Riſe ? 
_ It Subjects thus their Monarchs Wills reſtrain ; 
” © ?T'is they are Kings; for them we idly Reign: 


”  a#hall bemy Guide (4 Prince can do no 17!) 
In ſpite ot Slaves, his Genius let hum truſt ; 
For Heav'n n'ere made a King, but made him juſt. 
[ Exeunt omnes.. 
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|, And Bribe the other for a largg third Day. _ x vyY Ay 


Like Gladiators then, you freight reſort ; 


But what's more range; that Men of (enſe ſhov'd do it s 7 
fer Worrying one another, Pay the Poet: | 3 
$9 Butchers at a Baiting, take delight, __ 
"DY Far him that keepy the Bears, to Roar and. Fight ; 
>, Both Fri ends and Foes, ſuch Authors make their Game, 
| Who hgve your Money, that was all their Ayme : 
No matter for the Play, mor for their Wit , 


© | Theberter Farce is Atted im the Pit. 9, 4.D 
Bath Parties to be cheated, well agree ; CUBEHO PEAS 
And ſwallow any Nonſerſſe, ſo i# be 


With Faltion fac'd, and guilt with L alty. "or f Us aa 
Here's ſuch a Rout with Whigging and with Torying, | 

I That you negleft your dear-lov d fin of Whoring : 

2. The Viſor-mask, that ventur'd her Half-Crown, 

"= Finding no hopes but here to be undone ; 

Like a Caſt Miſtreſs, paſt her dear-delight, 

© Turns Godly ftreight, and goes t0 Church in ſpite ; 

4 Mo oo ; A »d does not donbe . fince you Are grown fo fekle p 

', To find more Cullies mm a Conventicle. 
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